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Wnv, it may be askcul, sliould there be aiibnier 
literal translation of Fanst? Certainly not because 
Hayward’s book fails to meet the wants of persons 
who, unable to read the original, are content witli 
such inadequate notions of it as can be got from a 
literal version. By common consent, he has rendered 
many passages so faitlifully and well that, in dealing 
with them, other literal translators must follow 
his lead or do worse; and even where his inter- 
pretations have been arraigned by modern criticism, 
it has mostly been in matters of minor moment to 
the general reader. But to the studemt, using a 
translation to aid him in grappling with Goethe’s 
masterpiece for the first time, the light thrown on 
numerous passages by the advance of Faust-exegesis 
since Playward wrote is clearly indispensable. Without 
reckoning the works of Prade/ and Sabatier lately 
given to the world, a host of annotators and metrical 
translators have brought to bear on the text new and 
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important int#r^el^ttons.m ne^ly every scene of the 
drama. Many of them, indeed, have be6n adopted by 
Dr. Buchheim in his much-improved edition of Hay- 
ward. Others, liowever, are omitted which cannot 
properly be ignored in any version specially designed 
for the student ; and though a few of these may still 
be debatable, there can hardly fail to remain some 
scores of such reasons for a fresh translation in v.wni 
liroiL lun. 

Nothing more ambitious than literal fidelity has 
been aimed at here. Whether it be possible to 
present in English prose anything approaching the life 
and lustre of the original, is an open cpiestion. But so 
widely does the genius of the German language differ 
from that of our own that, if ever such a version 
appears, thus much may be safely predicted : it will 
abound in paraphrase, the grammatical framework of 
sentences will be recast in every page ; to the despair 
of the tyro wliose first object is to construe the text 
and find out the beauties for himself. 

It was not thought necessary to swell the work with 
the customary essay on the Eaust-legend ; partly 
because this can be found in any good encyclopaedia ; 
partly because, in addition to what may be called the 
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stock annotations on the drama, room had to be made 
for gleanings from l?radez and Sabatier. Most of the 
original notes are intended to helj^ the novice over 
dihiculties in construing. At the same time, in 
deciding how far such aid was nec'.ded, he has been 
credited with that degree of acquaintance with common 
idioms which may be derived from the study of any 
elementary German book. 

The text selected by Sabatier has becm followed, 
except as regards two disputed readings, and a few 
sliglit matters of form. For instance, in some places, 
the beginnings and endings of lines have been altered, 
to admit of their being numbered like those of the 
Weimar edition. This system of numeration has the 
merit of being broken at one point only (tlu^ Trilhcr 
Tafj scene) ; whereas Loeper’s is interrupted no less 
than four times. Hut perhaps the greatest advantage^ 
thus secured is that the student is enabled more easily 
to avail himself of Strehlke's Worierhwh zu Gortitrs 
Faust, in which the citations are all numbered on the 
Weimar plan. 

It only remains for the author to acknowledge the 
aid he has received from DiintzeFs explanatory treatise : 
from the metrical translations of Anster, Hirds, Pradez, 
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Sabatier, Swan wick, and Bayard Taylor ; as well as 
from the annotated editions by Lebahn, Loeper, Selss, 
and by Turner and Morshead. His many obligations to 
these works arc, to some extent, indicated in the notes, 
where Hayward himself is referred to under the initial 
' H.’ whenever his version, as amended by Dr. Bnchheim, 
is materially departed from. But after all, the author’s 
warmest thanks are due to the accomplished editor of 
Heine’s ITarxreiney Mr. Moritz Lippner, witliout whose 
help in every difliculty the present volume would 
probably not have seen the light. 


March 1805 . 
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FAUST 


A TRAGEDY 



Bueignung 

3^r nat)t eud^ tutebcr, fd^tuonfenbe ©cftatten 1 
S)ie fid^ einft bent truben SUdf gegeigt. 

$8erfucl^’ tcb toolji cud^ bie^ntol fcft ju l^attcn ? 
gii^r td^ ntcitt nod^ ienem geneigt? 

brcingt end) gu I Sflun gut, fo mogt t^r inatten, 
SStc t^r au§ unb S'iebel um mid^ fteigt ; 

3Jlein S3ufen fidt) jugenbUc^ erfd^iittert 
$8ont 3nnbic:^audj, ber curen Qug umtoittert. 

b^tngt ntU eud^ bie S3ilber frol^er Xage, 

Unb ntand^e tiebe <Sd^atten fteigen auf ; 

©teid^ einer alien, l^alboerftungnen @age, 

S^omint erfte Sieb’ unb greunb(d^aft mit l^erauf ; 
^er ©dimers tnirb neu, e§ inieber[;oTt bie Stage 
^eg £eben§ lab^rintl^ifd^ trren Sauf, 

Unb nennt bie ©uten, bie, unt fc^bne ©tunben 
^om ©lud getdujcbt, nor ntir ^intoeggefd;n)unben. 

©ie l^oren nid^t bie folgenben ©efdnge, 

5)ie ©eeten, benen id^ bie erften fang ; 

Serftoben ift bag freunbM;e ©ebrdnge, 

SSerfhingen, ad^ I ber erfte SSieberflang. 

9}lein Sieb ertont ber unbefannten SOlenge, 

3^r SBeifad felbft niad^t nieinent ©erjen bang ; 

Unb loag fid) fonft an nteinem l^ieb erfreuet, 

SBenn eg nod^ tebt, irrt in ber SSJelt gerftreuet. 
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Ye approach again, wavering shapes, that, early, once 
presented yourselves to my troubled view! May I 
try, this time, to hold you fast ? Do I feel my heart 
still fain to that illusion ? Ye croAvd upon me ! Well 
then, ye may rule, as ye rise around mo from vapour 
and mist: my bosom feels youthfully agitated by the 
magic breath that floats around your train. 


Ye bring with you the images of happy days, and many 
loved shades arise: like an old half-forgotten legend, 
comes up first-love, with friendship, in their company. 
The pain is renewed ; the plaint recalls the mazily 
devious course of life, and names the good who, cheated 
of fair hours by fortune, have vanished away before me. 


They hear not the following lays, — the souls to whom 
I sang the first. Dispersed is the friendly throng; 
the first echo, alas, has died away 1 My song sounds 
forth to the unknown multitude: their very applause 
makes my heart timid; and those who in other days 
rejoiced at my song, if yet they live, stray scattered 
in the world. 


3 



4 ^ 25-32 

— — i: HP— 

.Unb ergreift ein (dngf^ctftnjO'^nteS @e^nen 25 
^yiad^ ieriVm'ftittett, eritftttt ^ei|ierrei(^ ; 

fd^ttJebet nun in unbeftintmten S^bnen 
SUictn ti^belnb Sieb, ber ^eoI§{)arfc gteid^ : 

@in @rf)auer fagt niid^, Xl^rdnc foigt ben S^rancn, 
ftrenge ftc?^ mitb nnb tneid^ ; 30 

SBag id^ befi^e, fe^ td^ mic int SBeiten, 

Unb n)a§ berfc^lnanb, toirb ntir gu SBirfUd&fciten. 
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And a long-unwonted yearning for that still, solemn 
spirit-realm takes hold upon me. ’Tis floating now 
in undefined tones, my murmuring lay, like the ^olian 
harp. A tremor seizes me ; tear follows tear ; the 
stern heart feels mild and soft; what I possess I sec 
as if afar, and that which vanished turns to realities 
for me. 



' SSorf^Jtel auf bem ^|)eatei: 

©ireftor. 2:^eaterbi$ter. Suftige ^Jetfcn. 

aiteitor. 3{)r betbcn, tie tnir fo oft 
Stt S^otl^ unb Xrilbfat beigeftanben, 

©agt, toa§ t^r too^t in beutfd^cti Sanbcn 
SSon unfrer Untcrnel^tnung ^offt ? 

ioiinfd^te fel^r ber 3Jlcnge p bel^ogcn, 

©efonberS toeil fie lebt unb teben Idgt. 

^5)ic ^foften ftnb, bte S3retter flufgefd^Iogcn, 

Unb iebermann ertoartet fid^ ein geft. 

©ie ftjen fd^on, ntit l^ol^en 5(ugenbrauncn, 

OJetaffen ba ttnb mbd^ten gcrn crftaunen, 

Sd^ tncig, toie ntan ben ©eift be§ Sotf§ berfb^nt, 
SDod^ fo bertegen bin id^ nie geloefen ; 

Sbjar finb fie an ba§ SBefte nid^t gelob^nt, 

Sinein fie l^oben fd^redUd^ biet gctefen. 

SSie mod^en bJir’g, bog oUe^ frifcg nnb neu 
Unb ntit S5ebeutnng aud^ gefdUig fe^ ? 

S)enn freilid^ mag id^ gern bic SJtcngc fe^cn, 

SBenn fid^ ber ©trom nod^ unfrer 93ubc brongt, 

Unb mit gemattig mieber^oUen SBc^en 
©id^ burd^ bic enge ©naben^forte smdngt, 

93ei l^ellem Xage, fd^on bor SSieren, 
ajlit ©togen fid^ bi§ an bic ^affe fic^t, 

Unb mlc in $nnger§notg um ®rot an Sddcrtgurcn, 
Urn ein SSiCtet fi^ faft bie $a(fe brid^t. 



PROLOGUE FOR THE THEATRE 

Manager. Dramatic Poet. Merry-Andrew. 

Manager. You two, who have so often stood by me in 

need and tribulation, pray tell me what hopes you have 

of our undertaking in German lands ? I should like 

much to please the multitude, particularly because it 

lives and lets live. The posts, the boards, are put up, 

and every pne looks forward to a feast. There they sit 

already, calm, with raised eyebrows, and would fain be 

astonished, I know how the spirit of the people is 

propitiated ; yet I have never been so embarrassed. 

True, they are not accustomed to the best, but they 

have read a terrible deal. How shall we manage it 

that all be fresh and new, and, while significant, be 

pleasing also 1 For certainly I like to see the multitude 

when the stream presses towards our booth, and, with 

powerfully repeated throes, forces itself through the 

narrow gate of grace, — in broad daylight, ere yet it is 

four o’clock, — fights, with pushes, up to the pay-box; 

and, as in a famine at bakers’ doors for bread, almost 

7 



8 auf bem 56-85 

SBunber hjirft auf fo tjerjd^icbne Scute 
®er ©id^ter nur ; ntein Sreunb, 0 tl^u’ e§ ^eutcl 
atn^tcr. D ttiir ntd^t uou jener bunten ajlengc, 

93ei beren 5lnblidt unS bcr @eift cntfliel^t I 60 

SSerpIIe uttr baS njogenbc ©cbrdngc, 

^ 5 )a§ Juiber SSiHen un^ jum ©trubcl 
9 ^ein, fii^rc mid^ jur ftiHeu $ittimel§enge, 

SBo nur bent ^id^ter rciuc Srcube blii^t ; 

SSo Sieb’ unb greuub)d^aft unfreg ^erseng (Segen 65 
SIRit @5ttcr!^anb erfd^affen unb erfflegcn. 

I m§> in tiefer S5ruft uu§ ba eutfprungeu; 
aSa§ fid^ bie Sippe fd^iid^tern UorgelaUt, 

SD^igrat^en jept unb jept Uielleid^t gehtngen, 

SSerfd^Uugt bel tnilbcu ^ugenbUcf^ ©ctnalt. 70 

Oft, ttjeun erft burc^ burd^gebrungen, 

(grfd^eiut eS in noffenbeter ©cftaCit. 

SBaS gldnjt, ift fitr ben Stugcublict geboren ; W' 

5(ed^te bleibt ber S^ad^tnelt unnerloren. 

Suftigc q3(i:foit* SSenn id^ nur nid^t^ non S^ac^tnelt ^ibren 
fottte ! 75 

(SJefept, ba^ id^ non 5Jiad§toeIt reben tooUte, 

SKer modite benn ber SJlittoelt @po6 ? 

S)cn toil! fie bod^ unb foil t’^n l^obeu. 

®ic ©egcntoart non einent branen ^i'nobeu 
3ft, bdc^it’ id^, immer aud^ fc^on ioog. 80 

^er fid^ be^aglii^ ntitsut'^eilen toei^, 

5!)eu toirb be^ ^olfe§ Saune nid^t erbittcrn ; 

®r Jounfcfjt fid^ eineu grogen ®rei^, 

Urn tt)n gctolffcr jtreitfd^uttern. 

3)ruin feib nur bran unb jeigt eud^ mufterl^aft ; 
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breaks its neck for a ticket. This miracle, on people 
so various, the poet alone works : my friend, oh do it 
to-day ! 


Poet. Oh speak not to me of that motley multitude at 
whose aspect our spirit takes flight ! Veil from me the 
surging throng that draws us, against our will, to the, 
vortex. No ! lead me to the quiet, heavenly nook, 
where alone pure joy blooms for the poet ; where love 
and friendship, with godlike hand, create and foster the 
blessings of our heart. 


Ah, what has there sprung forth in our deep breast, 
what the lip has shyly faltered out to itself — now 
having failed, and now perchance succeeded — the force 
of the wildjjjpomcnt swallows up ! Often not till it has 
made its way through years, does it appear in perfected 
form. What glitters is born for the moment; the 
genuine remains, unlost, to posterity. 


Merry-Andrew. If I could but hear nothing about pos- 
terity ! Suppose that I chose to talk about posterity, 
who would then 'make fun for contemporaries ? Yet 
this they want, and ought to have it. The presence 
too of a clever fellow is always, I should think, surely 
something. He who knows how to impart himself 
agreeably, him the people’s caprice -§[111 not embitter ; 
he desires a large circle, to agitate it the more certainly. 
Then do but try your best, and show yourself worthy 
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86-ti6 


Sa§t $:^antafte, mit alien i^ten Q^Bren, 

SSemunft, SBerftonb, ©mbftnbung, Seibenfd^aft, 

S)od^, merit euc^ wo^I 1 m^t o:^ne Slorrl^ett l^bren ! 

Siiveftot. Sefonberg abet lafet genug gefci^e^n 1 
SJlan lommt ju fd^au’n, man iotll am Siebyten fe^n. 9° 
SBtrb btele^ not ben Slugen abgef^jonnen, 

@0 bag bie SKenge ftaunenb gaffen lann, 

®a l^abt i^r in ber iBreite gletd^ getoonnen, 

S^r fe^b ein nielgeliebter S0iann. 

®ie SRaffe fonnt i^r nur burd^ SJiaffe jwingen, 9S 

@in ieber fud^t fid§ enblid^ felbft maS au§. 

SBer 9SieIe8 bringt, mirb mand^em etma8 bringen ; 

Uttb jeber ge"^! jufrteben au§ bem ^au8. 

@ebt il^r ein ©tiicE, fo gebt eg gleic^ in ©tfidfen ! 

©old^ ein SRagout, eg mu§ eud^ gliidEen ; loo 

Seid^t ift eg norgelegt, fo leid^t alg auggebad^t. 

SBag ’^Uft’g, menn i^r ein ©anjeg borgebrad^t I 
S)ag publicum toirb eg eud^ bod^ 5erfifIudEen.* 

fiil^Iet nic^t, mie fd^Ied^t ein fold^eg ^onbtoerl fe^l 
SSie menig bag bem ad^ten Siinftler jieme I los 

®er faubern ^erren i^fufd^erei 
3ft, merl’ id^, fd^on bei eud^ SKaEime. 

(Sin fold^er SSormurf lafet mid^ ungelriinlt ; 

@in 2Rann, ber red^t ju toirfen benft, 

3Ku§ auf bag befte SBerfjeug l^alten. no 

SBebenIt, il)r ^abet meid^eg ju ffjatten, 

Unb fe!^t nur ^in, fiir men it(r fd^reibt ! 

SBenn biefen Sangemeile treibt, 

Sommi fencr fott bom iibertifd^ten SJla^Ie, 

Unb, mog bag SlHerfd^Iimmfte bleibt, ns 

©or mond^er lommt bom fiefen ber 3ournaIc. 
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of imitation. Let Fancy bo heard with all her choruses, 
— Eeason, Understanding, Feeling, Passion, but — mark 
me well 1 — not without Folly. 

Manager. But, in particular, let there be enough inci- 
dent. People come to look, people like best to see. 
If much is spun off before their eyes, so that the 
multitude can gape astonished, then you have at once 
gained in breadth ; you are a very popular man. You 
can only subdue the mass by mass. Each eventu- 
ally picks out something for himself. He who brings 
much will bring something to many a one, and every- 
body leaves the house content. If you give a piece, 
give it at once in pieces ! With such a ragoflt, you 
must succeed ; it is easily served up, as easily as in- 
vented. What boots it when you have presented a 
whole ? The public will pick it to pieces for your 
pains. 

Poet. You feel not how base is such a trade ; how little 
that becomes the true artist! The bungling of these 
nice gentlemen is, I observe, already a principle with 
you. 

Manager. Such a reproach leaves me unmortified. A 
man who means to work properly must keep to the 
best tool. Consider, you have soft wood to split ; and 
only look whom you are writing for ! If ennui drives 
this one, that one comes sated from a meal of too many 
dishes ; and, what remains the worst of all, full many a 
one comes from reading the journals. People hurry, 
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Attf bettt 


H7-147 


Wan eilt jerftreut ju un 3 , wte ju ben iUloSlenfeften, 

Unb Sieugter nur befliigett jcben ©d^ritt ; 

3 )ie Slamen geben ftd^ iinb t^rcn pm Seften, 

Unb T|)ielen o^nc ®oge mit. 120 

SBoS traumet i^r auf enter ®id^ter^i 5 ^)e? 

SBa§ mad^t etn noHeS $ou§ euc^ fro^ ? 

SBefe^t bte ©onncr in bet 9 ?a^c I 
^alb finb fie fatt, ^otb finb fie rol(. 

S)et, nod^ bem ©c^aufpiet, l^offt cin SJartenffsiel, 125 

®er eine tnilbe 3 lod^t on cinev ®irne SBufen ; 

S 33 aS ormen Sfioren Diet, 

Qu fold^em bie l^olben SlZufen ? 

Sd^ fog’ eudfi, gebt nur me^r unb imnier, immer me^r, 

@0 fount i^r ein^ bom 3irfc nie berirren. 13° 

©ud^t nur bie iUlenfd^en jn bertbirren, 

©ie p befriebigen ift fdf^tocr 

SBa§ foHt eud^ on ? ©ntjitcfung ober ©d^merjen ? 

©ef)’ f)in unb fud^’ bit einen onbern Sfned^tl 
®er ®i^tet foHtc wo^f baS ^od^ftc iRcd^t, 13s 

®a§ SRenfd^eurec^t, bo§ i^m Slotur bergbnnt, 

Urn beinetmillen frebenttid^ berfd^er5en ! 

SBoburd^ beloegt er ode ^lerseu ? 

SSBoburd^ beficgt er jebeS ©lenient ? 

Sft eS ber ©inllong nid^t, ber ou§ bem Snfen bringt, 140 
Unb in fein .^erj bie SBclt priidEc fd^lingt '? 

SBenn bie Sdotur be§ gobenS eto’ge SSngc, 

©leid^giiltig brel^enb, ouf bie ©t>inbel jtbingt, 

SBenn otter SBcfen un^ormon’fdtie ajlengc 
SSerbtiefelid^ burd^ einonber ttingt, 

3 Ber t^eilt bie fliefeenb immer gleid^e SJeilje 
SBetebenb ob, ba§ fie fid^ rl^^tl^mifd^ regt ? 


14S 
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dissipated, to us as to masquerades, and curiosity alone 
wings every stop. The ladies treat us to themselves 
and their finery, and play along with us, without pay. 
What are you dreaming about on your poetical height 
What is it, pray, that makes a full house merry ? Look 
at your patrons closely ! Half are indifferent, half arc 
coarse. One hopes for a game at cards after the play ; 
another, for a wild night on the bosom of a wench. 
Why for such an end do you poor fools plague much 
the gracious Muses ? I tell you, only give more, and 
ever, ever more; thus you can never be wide of your 
mark. Try only to mystify the people ; to content 
them is hard — what is coming over you ? liapture, or 
pain 


Poet. Begone, and seek for thyself another servant 1 The 
poet, forsooth, is wantonly to trifle away for thy sake 
the highest right which Nature bestows upon him — 
• the right of Man ! By what stirs he all hearts 1 By 
what subdues he every element 1 Is it not the harmony 
which bursts from out his bosom, and winds back the 
world into his heart ? AVhen Nature, spinning un- 
concernedly, forces the thread’s interminable length 
upon the spindle, — when the discordant multitude of 
all beings sounds sullenly in confusion, — who, vivify- 
ing, so disposes the flowing, over-level series that it 
moves rhythmically ? Who calls the Individual to the 
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aitf bent Sl^eaiet 


148-179 


2Ber tuft bo§ ©iitsetne 8ur aCgemeinen SESeil^e, 

S33o e§ in l^errlic^en Slccotbcn ? 

Sffier Id§t ben ©turm jn Seibenfd^aften tniit^en ? 150 

®a0 Sttbenbrotb int ernften ©inne glii'^n ? 

SBer aCe fd^bnen grii^lingSbliitl^en 

?tuf ber ©eiiebten ^fabe I;in ? 

SBer fiid^t bte unbebeutenb grunen SSlatter 

3um S^reniranj SSerbienften jeber 9lrt ? 155 

SBer fid^ert ben bereinet @5tter ? 

S)eS SHenfc^en Xfraft, im ®ici^ter offenbort. 
enftigc qjcrfon. ©0 braud^t fie benn bie fd^Cnen SJrafte 
Unb treibt bie bid^t’rifdC^en ©efd^ofte, 

SBie mon etu SiebeSabent^ener treibt ! 160 

3ufattig nat)t ntan fid}, mon fil^tt, mon bleibt, 

Unb nod^ unb nod^ luirb man berfIod}ten ; 

(S§ mod^ft boS ©lildE, bonn inivb eS ongefod^ten; 

SDion ift ent5ildEt, nun fommt ber ©(^merj ^eron, 

Unb ci) mon fid^’§ berfiel)t, ift'§ eben ein fRomon. 165 

So§t un§ oudi) fo ein ©cEioufbiet gebcn 1 
©reift nnr l^inein in§ bode aRenfd^enleben ! 

©in jeber lebt’^, nid^t bieten ift’§ beJonnt, 

Unb ibo i!^r’§ fJocEt, bo ift’S intercffont. 

Sn buttten SSitbern tnenig S'lorl^eit, 170 

SSiel Strtbum unb eiu ?5unfd;en SBol^r^eit, 

©0 luirb ber befte iJronf gebrout, 

Ser ode SBelt erquidt unb ouferbout. 

®ann fommelt fic^ ber Sngenb fc^Snfte 931iitl)e 

SSor euerm ©fiiet unb loufd^t ber 0ffenborung, 17s 

Sonn fouget jebeS gorttid^e ©emutlje 

9iu§ euerm SBert fid^ melond^orfd^e SRol^rung, 

®onn luirb bolb bie§, bolb jenes oufgeregt, 

©in jeber fie^t, tuoS er int ^ersen trogt. 
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general consecration, where it strikes in glorious ac- 
cords ? Who makes the storm to rage into passions, — 
the evening-red to glow in solemn mood Who sheds 
down all fair spring-blossoms on the path of the be- 
loved ? Who wreaths the unmeaningly green leaves 
into a garland of honour for merits of every kind ? 
Who ensures Olympus, brings gods together ? The 
power of Man revealed in the Poet ! 


Merry-Andrew. Employ, then, these fine powers, and 
carry on your poetical affairs, as one carries on a love- 
adventure. Accidentally one approaches, one feels, one 
stays, and, little by little, one gets entangled. The 
happiness increases, — then it is disturbed ; one is en- 
raptured, — then comes on distress ; and before one is 
aware of it, it is just a romance. Let us also so give 
a play. Do but grasp into, the full life of man ! Every 
one lives it; to not many is it known; and wherever 
you grapple it, there it is interesting. Little clearness 
in motley images, much error, and a sparklet of truth, — 
thus is brewed the best beverage, which refreshes and 
edifies all the world. Then assembles youth’s fairest 
flower to see your play, and listens to the revelation ; 
then every tender soul sucks for itself melancholy 
nourishment out of your work; then one while this, 
and one while that, is stirred up; each sees what he 
carries in his heart. They are still equally ready to 
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attf bent Si^eatev 


180-210 


SRod^ finb fie glei(^ bereit ju loeinen unb ju lot^en, 180 
@ie c'^rett no(^ ben ©d^toung, etfreuen fid^ am ©d^ein ; 

SBer fertig ift, bem ift nic^tS re^t ju madden ; 

@in SBerbenber wirb immer banibar fein. 
axiQtec. ©0 gieb mic aud^ bte Seiiew tnieber, 

®a td^ nod^ fcibft im SBerben mar, 185 

ffia fidE) ein duett gebrangter Sieber 
Ununterbrod^en neu gebnr, 

$a 5Rebcl niir bte SBett nerl^uttten, 

®te J?no§be aBuuber nod) berfprad^, 

®a td^ bte toufenb 931 umen brad^, 190 

®tc atte ®:^ater reid^ltd^ futtten 1 
Sd^ ^atte ntd^t§, nnb bod^ gemtg : 

®en ®rang nadj SBal^r^cit unb bte Sufi am ®rug. 

@ieb ungebanbigt jene ®riebc, 

®a8 tiefe, fd^mersenbotte OludE, 19s 

®e§ ©affcS S?rnft, bie EKad^t ber Siebe, 

Oieb meine 3itseni> mir guriid I 
Sitfiige spetfoii. ®cr Sugeitb, guter greunb, bebarfft bn 
ottenfotts, 

SBenn bid^ in ©d^tad^ten geinbe brongen, 

SBenn mit ®emalt an beinen §al§ 200 

@id^ atterliebfte SRobc^en l^ongen, 

SBenn fern be§ fd^netteit 2aufe§ SDranj 
SSom fd^mer erreidjten 3ieie minfet, 

SBenn nad^ bem ^eft’gen SBirbeltanj 
®ie Stto^te fd^moufenb mon bertrinfet. 205 

®od^ inS belannte ©aitenfpiel 
SJiit 50lutf) unb Slnmut!^ einjugreifen, 

9 lad^ einem fetbftgeftedften SieX 
3 )iit ^olbem iiinjufd^meifen, 

®a0, olte §etrn, ift eure ipflit^t, 


210 
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weep and to laugh ; they still honour your flights, are 
pleased with the glitter. He who is formed — him there 
is no satisfying ; one who is growing will always bo 
grateful. 


Poet. Then give me also back the times when I myself 
was still in growth ; when a fountain of crowded songs 
sprang freshly and unbrokenly forth ; when mists veiled 
the world from me, — the bud still promised wonders ; 
when I gathered the thousand flowers which filled 
profusely all the valleys 1 I had nothing, and yet 
enough — the ardour for truth, and the pleasure in delu- 
sion. Give me those impulses untamed, the deep, pain- 
fraught happiness, the energy of hate, the might of love 
— give me back my youth ! 


Merry-Andrew. Youth, my good friend, you need, at 
all events, when foes press you hard in fights ; when the 
loveliest lasses hang by force upon your neck ; when 
from afar the garland of the swift course beckons from 
the hard- won goal ; when, carousing after the impetuous, 
whirling dance, one drinks the nights away. But to 
strike the familiar lyre with spirit and grace, to sweep 
along, with sweet digression, towards a self-appointed 
aim, — that, old gentlemen, is your duty ; and we honour 

B 
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$Bot:f|iteI auf bent Xi^entec 


21 1-242 


Unb njtr tiere^ren euc^ baruni nid^t minber. 

3)a8 9Hter mad^t nid^t finbifd^, Jote man fprid^t, 
finbet uu8 nur uod^ ote mo^re JJinber. 

Sivcf tav. .®er SBorte finb gcnug gemcd^felt ; 

Sagt mtc^ oud^ enbfi(^ Sl^aten fcl^n I 
3nbe§ i^v Eomblimcntc bred^felt, 

Sann etmas 5RufeIicf)e§ gef^ebn. 

2Ba§ e8, Diet non ©timmung reben ? 

®eut Snnbernbcn erfd^eint fie nte. 

@e6t it|r eud^ einmat fur ^fSoctcn, 

@0 commanbirt bte ^ocfie. 

(£uc^ ift belonnt, too8 mir bebiirfen, 

SD3tr iDotteii ftart @etron!e fd^Iiirfen ; 

SRun braut mir unuerjiiglid^ bron I 

SSo§ l^eute ni(|t gefc^iet}t, ift morgen ni^t getl^on, 

Unb feinen Jog foil man oerbaffen : 

®a8 fOibgtid^e fott ber (Sntfd^Iug 
Scl^erjt fogleid^ beim ©d^obfe faffen ; 

@r wiH e§ bann nic^t fa^ren loffcn, 

Unb mirfet meiter, loeit er mufe. 

2^r mi^t, auf unfern beutfd^cn SBul^nen 
iprobirt ein jeber, loaS er mog ; 

®rum fc^onet mir on biefem Jog 
ffJrofbecte nid^t unb nid^t SKofc^inen I 
©ebroucbt boS grofe’ unb Keine ^immelSIid^t, 

Jie ©terne burfet i^r berfd^menben ; 

'4n SBoffer, 3euer, Selfcnmonben, 

Sin J^ier unb SSbgeln fe^It e8 nid^t. 

@0 fd^reitet in bem engen Sretter^ouS 
Jen gonjen Sreis ber ©d^bfjfung ouS, 

Unb monbelt mit bebfid^t’ger ©d^neUe 
«om ^immel bur^ bie SSSelt jur ^BHe 1 
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you not the less on that account. Old age does not 
make childish, as people say ; it only finds us still as 
true children. 

Manager. Enough of words have been interchanged ; let 
me in fine see deeds also ! Whilst you are turning com- 
pliments, something useful may be done. What avails 
it to talk much of inspiration 'I It never comes to him 
who tarries. If you once give yourselves out for poets, 
then command poetry 1 It is known to you what we 
need — we want to sip strong drink; now brew away at 
it immediately ! What is not doing to-day is not done 
to-morrow, and one should not let a day slip. liesolu- 
tioii should boldly seize the possible by the forelock at 
once ; she will then not let it go, and works on because 
she must. You know, on our German stages, every one 
tries what he likes ; therefore on this day spare me 
neither scenes nor machinery. Use the great and the 
little light of heaven ; you arc free to squander the 
stars ; there is no lack of water, fire, rock-walls, beasts, 
and birds. So pace out, in the narrow plank-house, the 
whole circle of creation ; and travel, with considerate 
speed, from heaven, through the world, to hell ! 



Prolog im ^tmmel 

:Die j^eevfd^aaven. 

^ac^f^cr 3>U|}^ift0^()eled. 

5Dtc brci (^rjenoet trcten »oc. 

$ie ©onnc ti3nt iiad^ alter SBeife 
Sn Sruberfp^cireii SBettgefaug, 

Unb i^rc borgcfdjriebnc 9^let^c 
SBottenbct fie tiitt 25onnergang. 

S^r Stubticf giebt ben ©ngeln ©tdrfe, 

SBenn fetner fie ergriinbeu nmg; 

$ic unbegreiftid^ ^oljen 3Berfe 
©inb l^errlid) toie am erfteu S^ag. 

®a{it!ici. Unb fd)netl nnb unbegretflid^ fd^nelle 
®rel^t fid^ uml^er ber @rbe $rad|t; 

6§ njed^fett ^^arabiefe§l}eKe 
9Rit defer fd^auertJoHer SRad^t; 

fd^duttit ba^ SReer in brettcn gluffcn 
9lm tiefen @runb ber getfen anf, 

Unb unb 3Keer tnirb fortgeriffen 
3n eloig fd^nedem ©pl^drentauf. 
auifbaei. Unb ©turntc braufen um bie SBettc, 

SSom Sbleer auf§ Sanb, bom 2anb aufg ajlccr, 

Unb bilben miitl^cnb einc ffcttc 

®er tiefften SBirfung rings iiml^er. 
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PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN 

The Lord. The Heavenly Hosts. Afterwards Mephistopheles. 

The Three Archangels come fot'wat'd. 

Raphael. The sun chimes in, after ancient fashion, with 
the rival song of his brother-spheres, and he accom- 
plishes his prescribed journc}’' with thunder-course. His 
aspect gives strength to the angels, though none can 
fathom him. The inconceivably high works are glorious 
as on the first day. 


Gabriel. And swift, and. inconceivably swift, the splen- 
dour of the earth revolves ; the brightness of paradise 
alternates with deep, awful night. The sea foams up 
in broad streams against the deep base of the rocks ; 
and rock and sea are swept on in the eternally swift 
course of the spheres. 


Michael. And storms roar in rivalry from sea to land, 
from land to sea, and, raging, form a chain of deepest 
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®a ftammt etn bK^enbeS SBerl^eeren 
S)ent ^fabe bor be§ ®onneri(^lag§ ; 

®odb beine SSoten, §err, berel^ren 265 

®a8 fanfte 358 anbetn beineS $ag§. 

3m astet. ®er Stnblid giebt ben @ngeln ©torle, 

S)a teiner bic^ ergriinben ntag, 

Unb aOe beine '^o^en SBerte 

@tnb l^errlid^, njte am erften iCag. 270 

»ie<»^ifiol»?(eie8. ®a bu, 0 ^ctr, bici^ etitmol mieber na^ft, 
Unb fragft, inie atte§ fief) bei nn§ befinbe 
Unb bu mid^ fonft gciub^nticl) gerne fa^ft, 

@0 fiel^ft bu midt) aud^ unter bent ©efinbe. 

SSerjei^, id^ fann ni^t fio^e SCBorte madden, 275 

Unb tnenn mid^ aud^ ber ganje KreiS berp^nt ; 

3 Jiein ijSat^oS brad^te bief) gehtife jum 2 a(^en, 
bu bit nicf)t ba§ Sadden abgetbo^nt. 

SSon ©onn’ unb SBeften tbei^ id^ nid^ts 511 fagen, 

3 [d^ fe^e nur, ntie fidi) bie SDlenfd^en fjfagen. 280 

$er ffeine @ott ber SBeft bfeibt ftets bon gteid^em ©d^Iog, 
Unb iff fo muuberlidf), al§ Ibie am erften 2 ag. 

©in menig beffer murb’ er leben, 

^att’ft bn i^m uidf)t ben ©d^ein be§ §immef8fid^t§ gegeben ; 
@r nennt’S ®ernunft unb braud^t’S affetn, 285 

Slur tf|ierif(^er al§ jebe§ 2 ::^ier ju fel)n. 

@r fc^eint mir, mit SBerfaub bon @W. Onaben, 

SBie einc ber fangbeinigen ©icaben, 

®ie immer fliegt unb ftiegenb f^ringt 
Unb gleid^ im @ra§ i^r alteS Siebd^en fingt ; 290 

Unb fag’ er nur noc^ immer in bent @rafc I 
3n jeben Ouarf begrdbt er feine Slafe. 
act ^e*t. 4>aft bu mir toeiter nid^tS ju fagen ? 
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operation all around. There, a flashing desolation flames 
before the path of the thunder-clap • but thy messengers, 
Lord, revere the gentle wending of thy day. 


The Three. The sight gives strength to the angels, 
though none can fathom thee ; and all thy high works 
are glorious as on the first day. 


Mephistopheles. Since thou, Oh Lord, dvawest nigh 
once more, and askest how all is going on with us, and 
didst generally on other occasions see me with pleasure, 
therefore thou seest me also among the household. 
Excuse me, I cannot use lofty language even though 
the whole circle mocks me. My pathos would certainly 
bring thee to laughter, hadst thou not left off laughter. 
I have nothing to say al)out sun and worlds ; I only see 
how men are plaguing themselves. The little god of 
the world remains always of the same stamp, and is as 
strange as on the first day. He would live a little 
better hadst thou not given him the gleam of heaven’s 
light ; ho calls it Keason, and uses it only to be more 
brutish than any brute. He seems to me, with your 
Grace’s leave, like one of the long-legged grasshoppers, 
which ever flies, and flying springs, and presently sings 
in the grass its old ditty —and would he but lie always 
in the grass ! He pokes his nose into every mess. 


The Lord. Hast thou nothing else to say to me 1 Coniest 
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^tolog im 


294-319 


S?ommft bu nur’tntmer ansuflagen ? 

3ft ouf ber ©rbe ewtg bir nid^tS xtd)t ? 295 

a»ci»^i1ti>l>^eie8. 9lein, $errl id) finb’ eg bort, toie intmcr, 

fd&ted^t. 

S5te SOtenfd^en bauern mtd^ in t^ren Sammertagen ; 

3d^ mag fogar bte armen fetbft ni^t ))Iogen. 

^cvt, S?cnnft bu ben gauft ? 
a«c»»«ift0«»oeic8. ®en®oftor? 

®e* J&etr. SKetncn Sned^t 1 

sBieiiiitfto^i^cres. giimjotjrl er bient eu^ auf befonbre 
SBeife. ' 300 

fRic^t trbifd^ ift beg 2:^orcn Sronf nod^ ©peife. 

3^n treibt bie Oal^rung in bie gerne ; 

©r ift fid^ feinet iEolIbeit l^olb bcmu^t : 

SJom $immet forbert er bie fdt^onften ©ternc, 

Unb bon ber ©rbe jebe pd^fte Snft, 305 

Unb alle SRcil^’ unb aHe gerne 
Sefriebigt nid^t bte tiefbemegte 93ruft. 

Set .^ctt. SEBenn er mir jefet audb nur bertnorren bient, 

©0 tberb’ id^ i^n balb in bie Sltartieit fit^ren. 

SBet^ bod^ ber (Sortuer, menu bog S3anmd^en grtint, 310 
®o§ SBIiitl)’ unb grud^t bie fiinft’gen jieren. 
awebbiftobbeieg- SBag tbettet itjr? ben foUt il^r noc^ ber« 
tieren, 

SBenn i^r mir bie ©rtaubni^ gebt, 

3^n meine ©tro^e fod^t p fii^ren 1 
Set $ett. @0 tang’ er anf ber ©rbe lebt, 315 

©0 lange fet) bir’g nid^t berboten. 

©g irrt ber SRenfc^ fo long’ er ftrebt. 
aRei>b<ftobbtie8. So bonl’ id^ eu(^ ; benn mit ben Xobten 
$ob’ id^ mid^ niemolg gern befongen. 
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thou always only to accuse ? Is nothing on earth ever 
right to thee 1 

Mephistopheles. No, Lord! I find things there, as 
ever, extremely bad. Mankind, in their wretched days, 
move my pity. I would even fain not plague the poor 
creatures myself. 

The Lord. Knowest thou Faust ? 

Mephistopheles. The doctor ? 

The Lord. My servant 1 

Mephistopheles. Verily, he serves you in peculiar 
fashion 1 Not earthly is the fool’s drink nor food. The 
ferment [of his spirit] impels him towards the distant. 
He himself is half aware of his madness. From heaven 
ho demands the fairest stars, and from earth, every 
highest pleasure; and all the near and all the fal- 
con tents not his deeply-stirred breast. 

The Lord. Though now he serves me but confusedly, I 
shall soon lead him into light. Surely, the gardener 
knows, when the small tree greens, that blossom and 
fruit will deck the coming years. 

Mephistopheles. What will you wager '? You shall 
lose him yet, if you give me leave to lead him gently 
my way. 

The Lord. So long as he lives on the earth, so long be 
it not forbidden thee 1 Man errs as long as he strives. 

Mephistopheles. There I thank you ; for I have never 
willingly had to do with the dead. I like full, fresh 



26 ^volog tin ^itntnd 3 ^ 0-349 
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2lm meiften ItCb’ id^ mir bie Dotten, frifd^en SBangen. 3 ^ 
gilr einen Seid^tiam bin id^ nic^t 311 §ou8 ; 

3Kir ge^t e8, loie ber mit bet SRonS. 

Se* .t>etr. 5Run gut, e§ fe^ bit iibetlaffcn ! 

3ie^’ biefen ®eift non jeinem Utguell ab, 

Unb fii^t’ i^n, fannft bu i[)n etfaffen, 323 

9luf beinem 5ESegc ntit Ijerab, 

Unb fte^’ bef(^antt, ioenn bu befennen mugt : 

(Sin gutet 9Renf^ in feineni bunfein ®tange 
Sft ft(^ be§ tcdE)ten 2Sege§ betuufet. 
a«e<»tiifttfi»eeie8. (2d[}ou gut ! nut bouett e§ nic^t lange. 33° 
SRit ift fiit meine SBctte gar nid^t bange. 

SBenn ic^ ju nteincnt 3tt)ecE gelange, 

(Sriaubt it)t mit 2:rinm^)l) an§ boHet SBruft. 

©taub foil er freffen, unb mit Snft, 

SBie meine SRu^me, bie betiilimtc ©d^lange. 33s 

»e* Su botfft auc^ ba nut frei erfd^einen ; 

Sd^ l^abe beineS ©leidijen nie gelja^t. 

Son alien ©ciftern, bie bcrncinen, 

3ft mir bet ©c^alf am menigften sur 2aft. 

S)e§ 2Renfd^en Sliotigfeit lann alljuleid^t erf(^Iaffen, 340 
6r liebt fid^ balb bie unbebingte 9iul^’ ; 

®rum geb’ id) gern it)m ben ©efeHen ju, 

®et reijt unb mitft, unb mufe, al§ lEeufel, fd^affen. 

®od^ i^r, bie ad^ten ©ottcrfii^ne, 

Srfreut eud^ bet lebenbig rci^en @^onc 1 34s 

®a§ SBerbenbe, bag emig toirlt unb lebt, 

Umfaff’ eud^ mit bet Siebe I)olben ©d^ranlen, 

Unb maS in fd^manfenber ©rfd^einung fd^mebt, 

Sefeftiget mit bauernben ©ebanlen 1 

(!Eet ^immet fitiliegt, tie Ccjengcl oett^cUtn 
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cheeks the best. I am not at home to ar corpse. I am 
like the cat with the mouse. 


The Lord. Well then, be it left to thee ! Draw away 
this spirit from his fountain-head, and lead him, if thou 
canst seize him, downwards with thee on thy way ; and 
stand abashed when thou art forced to own, — a srood 
man in his dark aspiration is still conscious of the right 
way. 

MEPHtSTOPHETiKS. Agreed ! only it will not last long. 
I am not at all anxious about my wdger. If I gain my 
end, allow me a triumph with my whole soul. Dust 
shall ho cat, and with zest, like my cousin, the renowned 
serpent. 

The Lord. There also thou mayst act (piitc freely. I 
have never hated the like of thee. Of all the spirits 
who deny, the waggish knave is the least burdensome to 
me. Man’s activity can all too easily relax; he soon 
grows fond of absolute repose for himself ; therefore I 
willingly give him a companion who stirs <ind works, 
and must, as devil, be doing. But ye, true sons of the 
gods, rejoice in the livingly rich beautiful ! Let that 
which is passing into iicav being, which ever works and 
lives, encompass you with the gracious bounds of love , 
and that which floats in wavering appearance, do ye 
make fast with enduring thoughts ! 

{^Heaven closes^ the Archangels dtspe'iseJ) 
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sneti^iftoti^eied (aHein). SSon 3«t 8“ 3eit fel^’ id^ ben Sllten 

■ gem, 350 

Unb biite inic^, mit i^nt ju Bredlen. 

ift gar ^ubfc^ Don einem graven |»erm, 

@0 menfd^Iid^ ntit bent Seufel fetbft ju fbted^en- 
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Mephistopheles (alone). From time to time I like to see 
the Ancient One, and am careful not to break with him. 
It is quite handsome of a great Lord to speak so kindly 
with the devil himself ! 



iDer 3Jrag6bte erfter 5E^)eil 

5lat&t 

Sanft (in etntm l^cc^jewotSten, tnjtn, got^ifi^tn Bimmcc untu^ig auf feiiicm 
Seffel (tm !|}ultc). 

§a6e nun, ad| ! ^^itofovl^ie, 

3uriftecei unb 9 Kebicin, ass 

Unb letber auc^ Ji^eofogie 

®Mrc^ou§ ftubirt, ntit I)ei6ent Semul^’n. 

$0 ftet)’ lit) nun, ic^ ariner 2:^or ! 

Unb bin fo ftug, atb Wie jnbot; 

$ci6e SSKogifter, S)o!tor gor, 360 

Unb f(|on on bie je|en 
^eroiif, l^erob, nnb quer nnb !runtm, 

SRetne ©d^iitcr on bcr 9 lafe l^eruni — 

Unb fe^e, bo§ niir nic^ts tniffen fbnnen ! 

®a8 hJttt mir fd^ier bo§ $erj berbrennen. 365 

3tt)oc bin ic^ gefd^eibter ote oUe bie Soffen, 

Soltoren, ®?agifter, ©d^teiber unb iPfoffen ; 

2Ri(^ ^)Iagen fcine ©crubct nod^ 3>DeifeI, 
gftrc^te mtd^ meber bor §5tte noi^ Seufet— 

®afut ift ink oud^ olle S>^eub’ entriflen, 370 

aSitbe ntit nic^t ein, UrnS 9led^t8 ju ibiffen, 

SBitbe ntit nid^t ein, id^ ! 5 nntc too8 lenten, 

®ie SKenfe^en ju beffern nnb ju bele^ren. 

Slud^ ^ob’ id^ Weber ®ut no^ @elb, 
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FIRST PART OF THE TRAGEDY 


Faust's Study, (i) 

Night, Iu a high-vaulted^ narrotv^ Gothic chamber, 

• FauS'I' on his seat at the desk, restless, 

^AUST. I have now, alas, studied thoroughly, with ardent 
clfort, philosophy, jurisprudence, and medicine, and, sad 
to say, theology too. Here stand I now, poor fool that 
I am, and am just as wise as before. I am called 
Magister, am even called Doctor; and for these ten 
years past have been leading my pupils about by the 
nose, up, down, across, and awry — and see that we can 
know nothing ! That is almost enough to burn up my 
heart. True, I am cleverer than all the fops, doctors, 
magisters, clerks, and priests. No scruples or doubts 
plague me ; I fear neither hell nor devil. On the other 
hand, all joy is torn from me. I do not fancy that 1 
know anything out of the common way ; 1 do not fancy 
that I could teach anything to better and to convert 
mankind. Moreover I have neither goods nor money, 

31 
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__ ^ 

9lod^ unb ^errlid^teit bet SSelt; 375 

ntbd^te fein $uitb fo tfinget teben ! 

SJtum l^ab’ i(| tniib bet SRogie crgeben, 

06 tnir burc^ ©eifteS Sraft unb SRunb 
SRic^t mand^ @e^eirani& luurbe funb ; 

S)a5 i(| nid^t mebr, init fouerm Sd^Wet^, 380 

Su fagen brau(|e, toaS td^ nt(bt weig ; 

®a6 td^ erfenne, toa§ bie SBelt 
Qm Snncrften pjantmen^oft, 

@(|ou’ fllle aSirfenStroft unb ©amen, 

Unb t§u’ nid^t me|t in SBorten fromen. 385 

^ bn, BoHer SRonbenfc^ein, 

3unt le^tenmot auf meine ifein, 

®en t(^ jo mondjie aRitternad^t 
Sin btejem iJSult ]^erangeinac[)t : 

®ann iibcr S3u(^ern unb i|5apier, 390 

Srubfet’ger greunb, crj^ienft bn mtr 1 
81^ I lonnt’ bodf) auf SSergespi^’n 
gn beinem lieben 2t(|te gelin. 

Urn Serge§l|6|te mil ©eiftern fd^meben, 

Stuf SBiefen in beinem ®ammer mebeit, 395 

aSon aflem 3Biffen§c|uatm enttaben 
3n beinem I^au gefunb mid| babeni 

2Be^ 1 fted’ idfi in bem Verier nod| ? 

aSerfluc^teS, bumfifes SRauerlod^, 

aSo felbft baS liebe §immel§Iic§t 400 

Sriib burd^ gemolte ©^eiben bridal I 

aSefd^rfinft mit biefem Siid^etliauf, 

$en aBnrmer nagen, ©taub beberft, 
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nor honour and grandeur of the world. No dog would 
like to live thus any longer ! Therefore I have devoted 
myself to magic — whether through the spirit’s power 
and voice many a mystery might not become known to 
me, so that no more, with bitter sweat, I need say that 
which I do not know ; that I may perceive what holds 
the world together in its inmost core, l>ehold all working 
energy and germs, and deal no moi*e in words. 


Oh that thou, full moonlight, wert looking for the last 
time upon my anguish, whom I so many a midnight 
have Avatched for at this desk ! Then, over books and 
paper, melancholy friend, didst ihou appear to me. Ah, 
Avould that I could Avalk in thy dear light on mountain- 
heights, hover Avith spirits around mountain-caves, move 
over meadoAvs in thy glimmer, and, released from every 
fume of knowledge, bathe and be healed in thy dew ! 


' Woe ’s me ! do I still stick in this dungeon ? — accursed, 
musty, dingy hole ! — where even the dear light of 
heaven breaks dimly through painted panes — hemmed 
in by this heap of books, which worms gnaw, dust 
C 
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404-431 


®en, bi§ on’S ©ewbtb’ l^inouf, 

©ill ottgeraitd^t Ropier umftetft; 405 

9 Jlit ®tdfern, Siic^feu rings umftettt, 
aRit Snftrnmenten noHgcpfropft, 

Urboter JpouSratt) brein geftopft — 

®oS ift beine SScIt 1 bus ^eifjt cine SSctt I 

Unb frogft bu nod^, toarunt bein ^erj 
@ic^ bong in bcinem Sufcn fiemnit ? 

SBorutn ein unerifdrter ©d^ntcrj 
®ir oHe SebenSregnng ^cinnit ? 

©tott ber iebenbigcn 9latnr, 

2)0 ®Dtt bie aJienfc^cn fc^nf ^incin, 

Unigiebt in iRoucp unb 3 Rober nor 
2 ii(^ 2 ^iergeripp’ unb 2 obtcnbein. 

3(ie^’ I 2(uf I §inouS inS ttieite 2onb ! 

Unb bieS ge^eimnifeboUc Suc^, 

Son aioftrobomnS' eigner .^onb, 

Sft bir eS nici^t ©eteit genug ? 

©rfenneft bonn ber ©tcrne Souf, 

Unb Ibenn aiotur bid^ untertoeift, 

2 )onn ge!^t bie ©ectenfroft bir ouf, 

SBie jprid^t ein @cift juni onbern ©eift. 

Utttfonft, bo 6 trocfneS ©innen ^ier 
2 )ie '^eil’gen 3 «(^en bir erttdrt : 

S^r fd^lbebt, i^r ©eifter, ncbcii niir : 

Slnttoortet mir, inenn il)r mid^ l^drt ! 

(ffit fg»Hi 9 t ta» Sug» auf, unb trWitft ba« 3cid;en M ®lafti)fi)«rau«. ) 

$ 0 1 Wel^e SBonne fliegt in biefein SBlicE 
Sluf einmot mir bur(^ oHe meine ©innen I 
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covers ; round which, up to the high vault, sticks a 
besmoked paper ; encircled with glasses, boxes ; full- 
crammed with instruments ; ancestral furniture stuffed 
in — that is thy world ! That is called a world ! 


And dost thou still ask why thy heart becomes cramped, 
uneasy, in thy bosom 1 — why a vague pain checks every 
motion of thy life Instead of the living nature into 
which God fashioned man, around thee are only brutes’ 
skeletons and dead men’s bones, in smoke and mould. 


Fly ! Up ! Out hence into the wide world ! And this 
mysterious book from Nostradamus’ own hand, is it not 
companion enough for thee? Then wilt thou discern 
the course of the stars, and, if Nature instruct thee, 
then the soul’s strength will rise up, enabling thee to 
know how one spirit speaks to another spirit. ’Tis vain 
that dull poring here expounds to thee the holy signs ! 
Ye are hovering, ye spirits, near mo ; answer me, if ye 
hear me ! 

opens the book, and perceives the sign of the Macrocosm , ) 

Ah, what delight flows at once through all my senses at 
this sight ! I feel youthful, holy life-joy run, newly 
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43»-459 


iunges, ^eit’gcS SebenSgtiicf 
3ieug(u^enb inir burd^ 9 lert)’ mib Slbern rinnen. 

SBor e§ ein @ott, ber biefe fc^rteb, 

®ie tnir baS innre Slobett ftiflcn, 435 

®a§ orme $erj mit greube fiillen, 
llitb, init gcl^etiitnigoottem 2:rieb, 

$ie Srcifte ber 9lotur rings urn mi^ ^ev entpHen ? 

S3tn ic^ ein ©ott? ffllir wirb io Uc^tl 

3 d^ fd|au’ in biefeit retnen Siigcit 44° 

$te luirfenbe 9?otur cor metncr ©eele Itegcn. 

crft ertenn’ td^, mnS bcr SBcijc f^rid^t : 

„ ®te ©eiftertoett ift nid^t nericf)toffen ; 

S)ein ©inn ift 511, bcin ^crj ift tobt 1 

3(uf I babe, ©d^iiter, tmoerbroffcu 44s 

$ie irb’fdEie 33ruft iiit SKorgenrott) 1" 

( (Sr bcfc|).mt fca3 3cicf)cn. ) 

SESie oUeS fid^ jum ®au5en lucbt I 
©inS in bem Stnbern tuirtt unb lebt ! 

S33ic liimmetefrafte anf unb nieber fteigen 

Unb fid^ bie gotbnen ©inter reid[;en 1 450 

9Kit fegenbuftenbenb ©d^tttingen 

SSom §intntet bnrcfi bie ©rbe bringen, 

§armonifcf) att’ baS Sid burd^tiingen ! 

SBelc^ ©^anfbiei ! ober od^ I ein ©d^oufpiel nur 1 

S3o faff’ icf) bi^, nnenbtid^e 9 latur ? 455 

©ud^, Srflfte, ino ? S^r OucCen otteS SebenS, 

Sin benen ^intinel unb ©rbe l^angt, 

3 )ol^in bie Welte Sruft fit^ brfingt — 

S^r quettt, il)r trftnlt, unb fdfima^t’ ic^ fo bergebenS ? 

((5t fc^Ugt unujiUtg ba« a3u(^ wm, unb erBUeft bad 3eic(icn be« (5rbgeijlc«.) 
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glowing, through nerves and veins. Was it a god that 
traced these signs, which still my inward storm, fill my 
poor heart with gladness, and unveil, with mysterious 
power, the forces of Nature round about me 'i Am I a 
god ? — my vision grows so clear ! I sec, in these pure 
lines. Nature in action lie before my soul. Now, for 
the first time, I discern what the sage says : ‘ The world 
of spirits is not closed ; thy sense is shut, thy heart is 
dead 1 Up, disciple, bathe, untired, thy earthly breast 
in the red of dawn ! ^ 

{//e contemplates the sign,) 


How everything weaves itself into the Whole ! Each in 
the other works and lives ! How heavenly powers 
ascend and descend, and pass one another the golden 
pails, — press, with bliss-exhaling wings, from heaven 
through earth, — ring harmoniously, all through the 
All! 


What a spectacle ! but ah, a spectacle only 1 Where shall 
I grasp thee, infinite Nature 1 Ye breasts, where ? Ye 
sources of all life, on which hang heaven and earth, 
towards which the withered breast presses — ye gush, ye 
give to drink, and am I thus languishing in vain ? 

{He ttirns over the leaves of the book indig7iantly^ ami perceives 
the sign of the Earth-Spirit, ) 
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SJie onberS tttirft bieS Set^en ouf mic^ ein ! 460 

S)u, @etft ber 6rbe, Bift mir nft^er; 

©c^ion id^ ineitte ®rafte l^o^er, 

©d^on id^ Wie con neuent SBetn ; 

fuC)fe 9Rut^, intc^ in bie SBelt gu loagcn, 

$cr @rbe SBc^, ber @rbe ©tildt 511 tragen, 46s 

ajlit ©tiirmen ntii^ l^erumjufd^togen, 

Unb in bc§ @c^iffbru(|S Snirfd^en nid^t ju jagen. 

toolft fidB iibec inir — 

$er aJlonb cerbirgt fein Si^t — 

®ie Sainpe fc^loinbct 1 47° 

& bampft 1 — judfcn vot^e ©tra^Icn 
iOJir urn ba§ $anbt — (SS we^t 
6in ©c^auer Coin ©elcBIb’ !^crob, 

Unb fo§t mid^ on I 

3d^ filet’s, bn fc^mebft unt inid^, erftd^ter @eift ! 47s 

©ntpKe bic^i ! 

^0 1 tcie’g in mcinem $erjen rcifet ! 

3u neuen ©cfii^Ien 

Slit’ meine ©inne fid^ erhiuljkn ! 

3d^ fitl^k gonj mein §erj bir l^ingcgeben ! 480 

S)n ntu|t ! bn nm6t 1 unb foftet’ es mein 2eben ! 

(®r faft t(i« a3u(^, tmb fpri(^l bob 8** ©eifftb ge^eimnifboll oub. fib 

jueft einc loti^lidlje 3(ammc, bev (^eift crfc^cint in bee SUmme.) 

SBecruftmir? 

g«Mf* (abgemenbet). ©d^recflid^eS @efm 1 
S)n ^oft mid| mfid^tig ongejogen, 

5tn meiner ©})!^are long’ geiogen, 

Unb nun - - 48s 

So'-ift. 


SBe!^ 1 id^ ertrog’ bid^ nid^t I 
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How differently this sign affects me ! Thou, Spirit of 
‘ the Earth, art nearer to me ! Already I feel my 
energies higher ; already I glow as with new wine ; 1 
feel courage to venture into the world, to bear the 
earth’s woe, the earth’s weal ; to wrestle with storms, and 
not to tremble in the shipwreck’s crash. Clouds gather 
over me — the moon hides her light — the lamp dies away! 
Vapours arise ! — Ecd beams dart around my head — a 
horror wafts down from the vault, and seizes me ! I feel 
it, — thou art hovering round me, prayei’-compelled 
Spirit 1 Eeveal thyself 1 Ha ! what a tearing in my 
heart 1 All my senses arc upstirring to new feelings 1 
I feel my whole heart surrendered to thee I Thou 
must — thou must— and though it cost my life ! 

{Jle seizes the hook^ and pronotimes mysteriously the sign of the 
Spirit, A red flame flashes ; the Spirit appears in the flame.) 


SriRiT. Who calls to me % 


Faust (turning away). Terrible vision ! 


Spirit. Thou hast mightily drawn me, long sucked at my 
sphere, and now — 


Faust. Woe ’s me 1 I endure thee not 1 
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gfauft 


486-515 


SDu crat^menb, mtd^ p fd^auen, 

SKcine ©timntc l^bren, mein fe^n ; 

neigt bein iiidd^tig ©celenftel^n : 

bin id^ I SSetd^ erbdrmtid^ ©rauen 

ga^t Uebermenfdijen bic^ ! SSo ift ber @eele SRuf ? 490 

SBo ift bie Sruft, bie eine SBelt in fi(^ erfd^uf 
Unb trng nnb t;egte, bie init grenbebeben 
(Sri'c^mon, fidf) nn^, ben ©eiftern, gteid^ ju tieben ? 

SSo bift bU; ganft, bc^ ^timme niir erflang, 

$er fid^ an midi) mit aCCcn Srdften brang ? 49s 

Sift bn e§, ber, non ineinem ^and^ nmlnittert, 

Stt alien ^cben^tiefen jittert, 

©in furc^tjam meggefriinimter SBnrm ! 

Sfflttft. ©oH ic^ bir, glammcnbilbung, ineid^en ? 

bin’^, bin ganft, bin beine^ ©leid^en I 500 

3n Seben§flntl)cn, im ^I)atenftnrm 
SSatt’ ic^ anf unb ab, 

SSel^e l^in nnb '^er I 
©ebnrt nnb ©rab, 

©in emige§ 50tecr, 505 

©in Ined^felnb SBeben, 

©in gliil^enb Seben, 

So fd^aff’ id^ ant faufenben SBebftuI)! ber 3ett, 

Unb tnirfe ber ©ottl^eit tebenbigc^ S^Ieib. 

Srauft* ®er bn bie lueite SBett umfc|meifft, sio 

@efd[)dftiger ©eift, tnie na!^ ic^ mid^ bir ! 

®u gteidi)ft bent ©eift, ben bn begreifft, 

9lid^t mir 1 • (Scrfc^minbet.) 

Ifrtttft (jufainmenftiiqenb). 9flidi)t bir? 

SBembenn? eir 
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Spirit. Thou prayest, panting, to behold me, to hear my 
voice, to see my face ; thy mighty soul-entreaty bends 
me : here am I ! — What pitiful terror seizes thee, the 
superhuman being ? Where is the soul’s call ? Where 
is the breast which created in itself a world, and bore 
and fostered it, — which swelled, with tremors of joy, to 
lift itself to a level with us, the spirits 1 Where art 
thou, Faust, whose voice rang to me, — who jiressed 
towards me with all his energies ? Art thou he ? thou 
who, fanned around by my breath, tremblest in all the 
depths of life, a timidly writhing worm 1 

Faust. Shall I yield to thee, Shapv of Flame ? I am he, 
am Faust, am thine etpial ! 


Spirit. In the tides of life, in the storm of action, I wave 
up and down, waft hither and thither ! Birth and 
grave, an eternal sea, a changeful weaving, a glowing 
life — thus I ply at the whirring loom of time, and work 
the living garment of the Deity ! 


Faust. Thou who rovest about the wide world, busy 
Spirit, how near I feel myself to thee ! 


Bpirit. Thou art like the spirit whom thou comprehendest, 
— not me ! ( Vanishes.) 

Faust (collapsing). Not thee ! Whom then ? 1, image of 
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34 eeenbitbber ©ott^eitl 

Unb nid^t einmot bir ! (®8 flobft.) 

D Sob I tc^ fenn’S — baS tft mein gamulug — 

@4 mirb mein fd^CnfieS ©lild ju nid^te ! 

®o6 biefe glide ber ©efid^te 52 ° 

Set trodne ©d^Ieid^er ftoren mu§ I 

tm 'Sc^(afro(fc unb ter 9lacf;tmu^c, cine Snnnic in ber -^ant. 

Bdiufl twentct fiit> untniiltij. 

SOafliicr. ®er^eil)t, id^ I)or’ cud) beclantirett; 
laj’t gciutg ein ©rie^iid) Srancrf^tri ? 

3n biefer S'uuft iitod^f id^ toaS profitiren, 

®enu l^eut Sage \mxtt ba§ Diet. 525 

t)ab’ c§ bfter^ rur)incu I)Dtett, 

Sin S'omobtant fount’ einen $farrcr Ic^ren. 

Sfauft. ga, toenu ber *j|Sfarrer ein fontobiont ift; 

28ie bo§ benn tool)! 511 geiten fomnten mog. 

asaeucr. Sid) I ioenn man fo in fein SJlufcum gebannt ift, 530 
Unb fiet)t bie 28elt famn einen geicrtag, 

Staum burd^ ein 3crngla§, nur oon toeiten, 

SBie fod man fie burd^ Ueberrebung leiten ? 

SBenn il)r’^ nid)t fu^tt, il^r toerbet’^ nid^t erjagen, 
SBenn nid)t au§ ber @eetc bringt, 53 s 

Unb mit urfrdftigem 93el)agen 
®ie $cr§en ader |)orer ^toingt. 

®i^t i^r nur immer 1 Seimt 5 nfammen, 

©rant cin Slogout Oon anbrer ©d^mou^, 

Unb blaf’t bie fummerlid^en Sl^^wtinen 540 

8lu§ euerm Slfd^enl^dufd^cn ’rang ! 

Sctounbrung oon Sinbern unb Slffen, 

2Benn eud^ barnad^ ber ©aumen ftel^t ; 
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the Deity, — and not even thee ! {A knock,) Oh death ! 
I know it — that is my famulus — my faii'cst fortune 
comes to nought ! That the dry groveller must disturb 
this fulness of visions ! 

(Wagner, in his dressing-goum and night cap ^ a lamp in his 
hand. Faust displeased.) 


Wagner. Excuse me ! I hear you declaiming ; you were 
surely reading a Greek tragedy ? I should like to pick 
up something in this art, for nowadays it has a great 
effect. I have often heard say, an actor might instruct 
a parson. 


Faust. Yes, if the parson is an actor ; as may indeed 
happen now and then. 


Wagner. Ah, when one is thus confined to one’s study, 
and hardly sees the world on a holiday — hardly through 
a telescope, only from afar — how is one to lead it by 
persuasion % 


Faust. If you do not feel it, you will not get it by hunting 
for it, — if it does not rush from the soul, and compel the 
hearts of all hearers with intense delight. Sit at it for 
ever ; glue together ; cook up a hash from the feast of 
others, and blow the miserable flames forth out of your 
little ash-heap — the admiration of children and apes, if 
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Ifattft 

2)0^ toerbet i^r nie .ger^ ^er^en fd^affen, 

SBenn eud^ nid^t mi ^ex^m gef)t ' 54S 

asaflitcr. Stllein ber Sortrag mad^t be§ 9iebner§ ©lilcf ; 
gdt; fii^r e§ mo^t, nod^ bin td^ melt jurucf. 

@ud^’ @r ben rebfid^en ©eiDtnn I 
©e^ ®r fein fdf^eCCcnlauter ^f)or I 

trcigt SSerftanb unb red^ter ©inn 550 

9Kit tuenig Sunft fid^ fciber bor ; 

Unb tneiiu’^ eiid^ ©rnft ift, toa^ jii fagen, 

Sft’§ nott}tg, SSorten nad^guiagcn ? 

3a, cure 9leben, bie \o BUiifeub finb, 

3n bencn t^r ber 9Reufc|l)eit ©d^ni^et frciufett, 555 

©inb unerqntdlid^, tuie ber SiebelJuinb, 

®er t)erbftM) burd) bie bilrren Slcitter fdufett. 

$C8a0nct* Sid) @ott 1 bie Siutift ift tang, 

Unb tur^ ift unfer Seben. 

9Kir mirb bei meiitent fritifd^eu Seftrebeu 560 

®od^ aft urn unb Sufen bang. 

SBie fd^tuer fiub nid^t bie SJJittet 5U erluerben, 

SDurc^ bie man 511 ben Oueden fteigt ! 

Unb et) man niir ben ^atbeu SBeg erreid^t, 

3Ku§ mo^t ein armer Xeufet fterbcn. 565 

®a§ SSergament, ift ba§ ber ^eil’ge Sronnen, 

SBoraug ein Srunf ben ®urft auf etnig ftiHt? 

©rquidimg l^aft bu nid^t gemounen, 

SBenn fie bir nid^t au§ eigner ©eetc qiiiUt. 
ac8afltiet. SSerjeil^t 1 6^ ift ein grog ©rge^cn, 570 

©ic^ in ben ©eift ber geiten 5U berfe^en, 

3n fd^auen, mie bor un§ ein meifer SKann gcbad^t, 

Unb mie tnir’S bann jute^t fo ^errlid) meit gebrad^t. 

3fn«ft* D ja, big an bie ©terne ineitl 
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your palate craves for that ! But you will never touch 
the hearts of others, if it does not come from your own. 

Wagner. But delivery makes the orator’s success ; I feel 
indeed that I am still very backward. 

Faust. Seek you the honest triumph ! Be you no bell- 
tinkling fool ! Judgment and good sense express them- 
selves with little art ; and if you are in earnest to say 
something, is it necessary to hunt after words ? Your 
speeches, I say, which arc so glittering, in which you 
curl up shreds for mankind, are unrefreshing as the 
mist-wind which rustles through the dry leaves in 
autumn. 

Wagner. Ah, God ! art is long and our life is short. Yet 
often, during my (;ritical efforts, I feel oppressed in head 
and heart. How hard to acquire the means through 
which one mounts to the sources ! And before one gets 
but half-way, a poor devil, in sooth, must die. 

Faust. Parchment — is that the holy well from which one 
draught allays the thirst for ever ? Thou hast not 
gained refreshment, if it gushes not from thine own 
soul. 

Wagner. Excuse me ! It is a great pleasure to transport 
oneself into the spirit of the times ; to see how a wise 
man has thought before us, and then, at last, how glori- 
ously we have got on. 

Faust. Oh yes, as far as to the stars ! My friend, the 
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SKRein Steunb, bie bet SBergangen'^eit S7S 

©inb un§ ein 8u(| mit fiebeu Stegein ; 

SBo§ ben Seift bet Batten 5 ei§t, 

®flg ift im ©riinb bet §erren etgner ®eift, 

3 n bem bie Beiteii ftc^ bej^jtegeln. 

®a ift’S bcnit too^rti(^ oft ein 1 sso 

SDlon lauft eud^ bei bem erften ©(id baoon. 

©in Se!^ric^tfa§ ttnb cine Siumfjelfommer, 

Unb :^6c^ften§ eine |mnpt= unb ©tootSoction, 

3 Rit trefflid^en brctgmaiifdjen SRnjimcn, 

SSic fie ben fpubbcn ioot)I im SIWunbe jicmen I 58s 

asagtiev. Mcin bie SBett I be§ SRenfd^en §erj nnb ®eift ! 

9 R 5 ^t’ jcgtid^er bod) mn§ baOon erlennen. 
gaufi. Si/ fo ertennen !^ci6t ! 

SBer barf ba? Sfinb beim rcd^ten 9 iomen nennen ? 

®ie toenigcn, bie toag baoon erfonnt, 590 

®ie t^oridbt g’nug if|v ooKeS ^erj nid^t Wo'^rten, 

®em fpobel il§r ©efiil^I, i^r ©d^ouen offenborten, 

$ot mon non je gcfrensigt nnb oerbrnnnt. 

Sd^ bitt’ cnd^, grennb, c 3 ift ticf in bet 9 lo(^t ; 

SBir muffen’S bicSmot unterbred^en. S9S 

asagnev. S<b S^tn nnt immer fortgetoad^t, 

Urn fo gelel^rt mit eud^ mid^ ju beffjted^en. 

®oc^ morgen, ote am erften Oftertoge, 

©rlanbt mir ein’ unb anbre grage, 

SRit ©ifer ^ab’ id^ mid^ bcr ©tubien befliffen ; 600 

Btnor toei^ icb Diet, bod) mbd^t’ id^ alle8 toiffen. ( 2 tb.) 
g««ft (aHein). SBie nnr bem ®of)f nid^t ode §offnung fd^minbet, 
®et immerfort on fc^alem Bewge flebt, 

2 Rit gier’ger $onb nad^ ©d^ofeen griibt, 

Unb frol^ ift, toenn er fRegenwtirmer finbet I 60s 
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times of the past are to us a book with seven seals. 
What you call the spirit of the times, that is at bottom 
the gentlemen^s own spirit, in which the times are 
mirrored. Then it is often, in truth, a pitiful business ! 
One runs from it, believe me, at the first glance. A 
rubbish-bin and a lumber room ; and at best, a high 
state- tragedy, with excellent pragmatical maxims, such 
as well beseem the mouths of the puppets. 

Wagner. But the world ! The heart and spirit of man ! 
Every one surely would like to know something of these. 

Faust. Ay, what is called knowing ! Who dares give a 
thing its right name ? The few who have known some- 
what about them, who, foolishly enough, did not guard 
their full hearts — revealed their feelings, their views, 
to the mob — have ever been crucified and burnt. I beg 
you, friend — it is the depth of night; we must l)reak 
off for the present. 

Wagner. I would fain have kept waking, to converse 
with you so learnedly. To-morrow, however, being 
the first day of Easter, permit me a question or two. 
I have applied myself with zeal to studies; true, I 
know much ; but I would fain know everything. {Exit) 

Faust. How on earth does not all hope vanish from 
that brain which cleaves continually to stale trash, 
gropes with eager hand for treasures, and is glad when 
it finds grubs ! 



S)arf eine fot(^e aRenf^enftimme l^ier, 

SBo ©eifterfuHe mi^ umgafi, ertonen ? 

$od^ ad^ I fiir bieSmat banf’ ic^ btr, 

S)em orntltd^ften oon oHen ©cbenfb^ncit. 

®ii riffeft mid^ bon ber SSerjtneiffttng toS, 

5t)ie mir bie ©inne fd^on jerftbren IboIIte. 

2ld^ ! bte ©rfc^etnung toar fo rtefengro^, 

S)a6 td^ nitd) re(^t al§ empfinben follte. 

3^, (Sbenbilb ber (Sott^eit, ba§ fid^ fc^on 
©anj na^ gebiinft bem ©ptegef etb’ger SBol^r'^eit, 
©etn felbyt genofe, tm ^imntelSglanj unb ®Iar!^eit, 
Unb abgeftrcift ben ®rbenfo!^n ; 

Sd^, ttic^r ate (£I)crub, beffcn frcte SJraft 
©d^on burd^ bie SIbern ber 9iatur jn ftie^en, 

Unb, fc^affenb, ©btterteben jn gcniegen 
@id^ a^nungSboH bernia§, n)ie mug ic^’8 biigen ! 
(Sin Sonnertbort ^at ntid^ ^inweggerofft. 

9Jid^t borf ii^ bir ju gkidjen mid^ bermeffen. 

§ab’ id^ bie SJraft bic^ anjujiel^n befeffen, 

@0 ^att’ id^ bic^ jn fatten feine Sfraft. 

Sn jenem fel’gen SlugenblidEe 
fii^Ite mi(| jo itein, fo grog ; 

S)n ftiegeft graufont mid^ juriicEe, 

SnS ungetoiffe 3Jienjd^entoo§. 

SBer lel^ret mic^? mal foil id^ mciben? 

©oil i^ gel^ord^en jenem 2)rang ? 

2ldj) 1 unfre il^aten fetbft, fo gut ate unfre Seiben, 
©ie ^emmen unfreS Sebeng @ong. 

S)em ^errlid^ften, mos an($ ber ®eift emfjfongen, 
S)rangt immer fremb unb frember ©toff ftd^ an ; 
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Dare such a human voice sound here, where the Spirit’s 
fulness surrounded me ? Yet ah, this once I thank 
thee, poorest of all the sons of earth ! Thou didst 
snatch me away from the despair which was already on 
the point of destroying my senses. Ah, the vision was 
so gigantic that 1 could not hut feel like a dwarf ! 


I, image of the Deity, who had fancied myself already 
quite near to the mirror of eternal truth, — enjoyed 
myself in heaven’s lustre and clearness, with the earth- 
ling stripped off ; — I, more than cherub, whose free 
strength already dared, in forecast, to fio>v through the 
veins of nature, and, in creating, to enjoy the life of the 
gods — how must I expiate it ! One thunder-word has 
swept me away. 


I dare not presume to be like thee ! If I have possessed 
the power to draAv thee to hic, I had no power to hold 
thee. In that blessed moment, I felt so little, so great ; 
thou cruelly didst thrust me back on man’s uncertain 
lot. Who will teach me ^ Wlnit am I to shun ? Must 
I obey that impulse % Alas ! our very actions, as well 
as our sufferings, obstruct the course of our life. 


Alien, and more alien, matter still thrusts itself on what- 
ever of noblest the spirit has conceived. When we 
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SBentt roir junt @uten btefer SBelt getangen, 

Saiin ba§ SBe^re 2 rug unb SBotitt. 

$ie un§ ba§ fieben gaben, l^errlid^c ©efiil^te 
©rftamn in bent irbif(l|en ©ewu^te. 

SBenn ipi^ontafie ftd^ fonft niit fii^nem gtug 64° 

Unb l^offnnngSboH junt ©toigen erineitert, 

@0 ift etn iietnec 9 lount tl^r nun genug, 

SBenn ©tiid ouf ©fiirf tm 3 eitenftrubel fd^eitert. 

S)te ©orge niftet gteirf) tm tiefen ^erjen, 

S)ort mirfet fie ge^etrae ©(^merjen, 645 

Unrufiig miegt fie fid) unb floret Suft unb fRuf)’ ; 

©ie bed! fid) ftctS mil neuen SJlaSfen 5U, 

©ie mog ote $au§ unb $of, at§ SBeib nnb Sinb erfd^einen, 
Site geuer, SBaffer, ®ol(| unb @ift ; 

S)u bebft Oor ntteni, tuaS nid^t trifft, 650 

Unb Was bu nie berlierft, boS mufit bn ftetS beWeinen. 

$en ©bltern gteid^’ id^ nid^t I 3 “ twf ifi ; 

Sem SBurnte gleidfi’ id^, ber ben ©toub burd^Wii^lt, 

Sen, Wie er ficEi ini ©taube ncil^renb tebt, 

SeS SBanb’rerS Sritt ticrnid^tet nub begrabt. 655 

Sft e§ nicfit ©toub, WoS biefe ]^ot)e SBonb, 

StuS l^unbert gad^ern, ntir oerenget, 

Ser Srobel, ber, mil tanfenbfad^em Sonb, 
gn biefer SKottcnwelt mid^ brongct ? 

§ier foil id^ finben, woS mir fe^lt ? 660 

©ott id^ bieUeid)! in toufenb S 3 udE)ern tefen, 

Sa§ uberall bie SKenfd^en fid^ geguait, 

Sog ^ie unb bo ein (Slfidflid^er gewefen ? — 

SBoS orinfeft bu mir. bobler ©dbabef . ber ? 
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’ have attained to the Good of this world, then the Better 
is called deception and illusion. The glorious feelings 
which gave us life grow torpid in the earthly turmoil. 


Though fancy, with bold flight, and full of hope, dilates 
at an earlier time to the Infinite, yet now a little space 
is enough for her, when venture upon venture goes to 
wreck in the whirlpool of time. Care nestles straight- 
way in the deep heart ; there she produces secret griefs, 
rocks herself restlessly, and disturbs happiness and rest. 
She is constantly covering herself up with new dis- 
guises ; she may appear as house and homestead, as wife 
and child; as fire, water, dagger, and poison. Thou 
tremblest at all that docs not befall thee ; and that which 
thou never loscst, thou must continually lament ! 


I am not like the gods ! Too deeply is it felt ; I am like 
the worm which burrows through the dust, which, as it 
lives feeding in the dust, the wanderer^s tread destroys 
and buries. 


Is it not dust, that which, from a hundred compartments, 
contracts for me this lofty wall ? the rubbish which 
crowds me with thousandfold trash in this world of 
moths'? Shall I find. here what I want? Shall I read 
perchance in a thousand books that everywhere men 
have grieved; that hero and there has been a happy 
one ? — Why grinnest thou down on me, hollow skull, 
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665-693 


site bo§ bein ^irn, Jtiic nteineS, einft bemirret, 665 

®cn leid^ten ^ag gefud^t unb itt ber ©antm’rung fd&tber, 
gjlit Suft m(S) SBa^rljeit, jfimmerfid^ geimt 1 
Snftrumente freilid^ fpottct mein, 
ajiit 9tob unb Sammen, SBalj’ unb SSttgcI. 

ftfliib am 2:^or, i^r foHtet ©d^Iuffel fe^n ; 670 

gmar euer 35art ift ItauS, bod^ ^ebt t^r nid§t bie SRicget. 
©el^eimni^bott am lid^ten Sag, 

Sa§t fid^ Slatur be# ©dijteier# ni^t berauten, 

Unb ma# fie beinem (Seift nid^t offenbaren mag, 

®a# jiningft bn i^r nidtjt ab mit |)ebelu unb mit ©d^rauben. 
S)u att ©eratt)e, ba# id) nid^t gebraud^t, 676 

,®u ftcl^ft nur l)iet, meit bid^ mein SSater braud^te. 

S)u atte iftotle, bn mirft angerand^t, 

©0 lang an biefem ijSnft bie triibe Samfje fd^maud^te. 

SSeit beffcr Iiott’ id^ bod) mein SBenige# berpra^t, eso 
Site, mit bent SBenigen belaftet, l)ier ju fd^lbifeen I 
SBa# bn ecerbt bon beinen SBiitern l)oft, 

(Srmirb e#, nm e# jn befi^en. 

SBo# mon nic^it nii^t, ift eine fd^loere Baft ; 

9 inr wa# ber Slugenblid erfd^afft, bo# fann et nii^en. 685 

3)0^ marnm lieftet fid^ mein S 3 Iitf onf jcne ©telle? 

3 ft jene# glafd^d^en bort ben Slugen ein ajtognet ? 

SBorunt mirb ntir anf einmot lieblid) ^eHc, 

Site toenn int nad^t’gen SBalb un§ Sflonbenglanj umlne^t ? 

3d^ grille bic^, bn einjige iJJl^iote, 690 

®ie id^ mit Slnbod^t nun l^erunterl^ole 1 
3n bir bere^r’ id^ SRenfd^entoife unb ®unft. 

Sn Snbegriff ber t)otben ©d^lummerfdfte, 
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but that thy brain, once bewildered like mine, sought 
the buoyant day, and, in the heavy twilight, with zeal 
for truth, did lamentably err? Ye instruments are 
surely mocking me with wheel and cogs, cylinder and 
handle. I stood at the gate ; ye were to be the key : 
true, your wards are intricate, but ye raise not the 
bolts. Mysterious in broad day. Nature does not let 
herself be robbed of her veil; and what she does not 
choose to reveal to thy spirit, thou wilt not wrest from 
her with levers and with screws. Ye ancient tools, 
which I have not used, ye only stand here because my 
father used you. Thou^ ancient scroll, thou hast been 
growing besmoked since the dim lamp first smouldered 
by this desk. Much better, surely, had I squandered 
my little than, burdened with the little, to be sweating 
here. What thou hast inherited from thy sires, earn 
it, in order to possess it! What one docs not use is 
a heavy burden ; only that which the moment creates 
can it use. 


But why does my glance fix itself on that place ? Is that 
phial there a magnet to the eyes ? Why, of a sudden, 
grows all delightfully bright to mo, as when moonlight 
gleams around us in the nocturnal wood ? 


I hail thee, thou unique phial, which I now take down 
with devotion ! In thee, I honour the wit and art of 
man. Thou essence of kind slumber- juices, thou extract 
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®u Slugjug aCcr fetncn ®taftc, 

©rwetfe beinem SReifter beine ©unft 1 69s 

fe^e bid^, eg wirb bet ©d^mctj gelinbert, 
faffe bid^, bag ©trebeit toirb geminbert, 

®eg ®eifteg tJIutl^ftront ebbet nod^ unb nad^. 

Sng ^o^ie SKeet werb’ Ijiuauggewieyen, 

®ie @<3tegelflutl) erglanst ju lueinen Sii^en, 700 

3 u neuen Ufern lodEt etn iieuet Sag. 

(Sin SeuetJuagen fc^inebt aitf leid^ten ©d^iningen 
2ln niid^ ^eron ! fiifjte mic^ bereit, 

2luf neuet Sal)n ben 3 let|er ju bnrd^bringen, 

Su nenen ©p’^dren rciner Sptigfcit. 70s 

Sieg '^o^e Seben, biefe ®6tteth)onne ! 

Su, erft noc^ SBurm, unb bte Perbieneft bn ? 

3a, nnr bet botbcn ©rbcnfonne 
Sntfd^Ioffen beinen IRiidfen ju 1 

SSetineffe bid^, bie ipfortcn aufjurei^en, 710 

SSor benen ieber gern Poritberfd^Ieid^t I 
;&iet ift eg 3ett, bnr(^ Staten ju bewetfcn, 

Sa§ SlJZannegJDurbe nid^t bet @5ttet!^b^e weid^t, 

S8ot jenet bunfein §5!^te nic^t ju beben, 

3tt bet ftd^ ip^antafie ju etgncr Cluat Perbamntt, 715 

9 ?ad^ jeuent Sutd^gang I)in}uftteben, 

Um beffen engen Sblunb bte gonje $ot(e flontntt ; 

Su biefent ©d^titt ftd^ 'Reiter ju entfd^tiefien, 

Unb h)dt’ eg niit ®efo!^t, ing SKid^tg bal^in ju fliefeen. 

5 Run fomni l^etab, ftpftaHne reine ©(^ole, 720 

§etPot aug beinem atten gnttetale, 

9 In bie id^ niete 3a^te nid^t geba^t ! 
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of all deadly-subtle forces, show thy favour to thy 
master ! I see thee — the pain is soothed ; I grasp thee 
— the struggle is lessened; the hood-tide of the spirit 
ebbs little by little ; I am beckoned out to the main sea ; 
the glassy flood glitters at my feet ; a new day allures 
to new shores. 


A chariot of fire floats on light pinions towards me 1 I 
feel ready to penetrate the ether, oa a new track, to new 
spheres of pure activity. This lofty life, this god-like 
joy — thou, but now a worm, dost thou deserve them ? 
Ay, only turn thy back resolutely on earth’s kindly sun ! 
Dare to tear open the gates which every one is fain to 
slink by ! Now is the time to show by deeds that 
man’s dignity yields not to the sublimity of the gods ; 
to tremble not before that dark pit in which phantasy 
damns itself to its own torment; to press right on to 
that entrance round whose narrow mouth all hell is 
flaming; to resolve serenely on this step, even were it 
at the peril of flying that way into nothingness. 


Now come down, pure crystal goblet, on which I have not 
thought for many years, forth from thine old case ! 
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®u gtonsteft bei ber ®fiter greubenfefte, 

Srl^eiterteft bie ernften @afte, 

aCBenn etner btd^ bent onbern jugebrod^t. 72s 

®er bielen SSilber funfttirfj retd^e ^prad^t, 

S)eS SrinferS ^Pflid^t, fie reinUweU ju crftarcn, 

3luf etnen 3u9 bie ^ol^tung aitspleeren, 

©rinnert nttd^ an niand^e Sugenbnod^t ; 

Sc^l werbe jefet btd^ fetncnt 9 lad^bor retd^en, 73° 

3 d^ loerbe metnen SEGife on beiner Snnft nid^t jeigen ; 

$ter ift ein ©aft, ber eifig trnnfen ntod^t. 

2Rit branner gtutt) erfuCt er bcine § 5 f(Ie. 

®en id^ bereitet, ben td^ nja^^Ie, 

®cr le^te EJrunf fei) nun, mit ganjer ©eelc, 73s 

?II 3 fefttid^ Roller ©rug, bem 50 iorgen jugebrad^t 1 

{@r fefet tie an ten a)?unt.) 

©lodenflang unb S^orgefang* 

(S^i^or i>cr (Sttgcl. 

©grift ift erftonbcn ! 
greube beni ©terbtidgen, 

®en bie nerberbticgen, 

©dgteidgenben, erbliigen 740 

SDtangel untttjanben. 

SiiMf*. SSetdg tiefeS ©nntnten, ineldg ein getter SEon 
Biegt ntit ©elnatt ba§ @ta§ non meinent SRunbe ? 
Sicrtiinbiget igr butnpfen ©lodten f^on 
®e8 €fterfefte§ erfte gcierftnnbe ? 74s 

Sgr ©gore, fingt igr fdgon ben trofttidgen ©efong, 

®er einft urn ©robeSnadgt bon ©nget§tif>f)en Kang, 
©etbiggeit einem nenen SBunbe ? 
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Thou didst glitter at the feasts of my sires, didst 
gladden the grave guests, when one had passed thee 
to the other. The artistically rich splendour of many 
figures, the drinker’s duty to explain them in rhyme, — 
to drain the cavity at a draught, — remind me of many a 
night of my youth. I shall not now reach thee to a 
neighbour; I shall not display my wit on thine art. 
Here is a juice which quickly intoxicates. It fills thy 
cavity with a brown flood. Be the last draught which 
I have prepared, which I choose, quaffed now, with full 
soul, as a festally high greeting to the morn 1 

{^He puts the goblet to his mouth . ) 


Peal of hells and choral 
CJim’us of Angels. 

* Christ is risen ! Joy to the mortal, whom the corrupting, 
creeping, hereditary defects enveloped ! ’ 


Faust. What deep humming, what clear strain, draws the 
glass by force from my mouth ? Do ye, hollow- 
sounding bells, proclaim already the first festal hour 
of Easter ? Ye choirs, do ye already sing the com- 
forting song which once, round the sepulchre’s night, 
sounded from angel-lips ; assurance of a new covenant ? 
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(g^or bet fiQeibcv. 

2Rit S^jcjcreten 
fatten wir i^tt gepftegt, 

SBir jeine Xrcuen 
gotten i^n l^tngelegt ; 

Xuc^er unb Stnben 
^ReutUd^ umwanben toir, 

Stc^ 1 unb hJtr finben 
eijrij't nid^t mc^^r l^ter. 

($:i)or bcv CSnfjcl. 

S^vi[t ift erftanbcn 1 
©dig ber Sicbenbe, 

®er bie betriibenbe, 

^eilfant’ unb iibenbe 760 

^riifuug beftonbcn. 

Sauft. 3Sa§ fu^t if)r, luoc^tig unb gelinb, 

.^intmctetone, nti(^ am ©taube ? 

StUngt bort utul)er, too lueid^e SRenfd^en finb. 

®ie S3otfd^oft I)br’ id^ loo^I, aHein mir fe^It ber ©taube ; 765 
®a§ SBunber ift be§ ©taubenS tiebfteS Sfinb. 

3u feuen ©fjl^aren Juag’ id^ nm ju ftreben, 

SSol^er bie I)otbe iRadEirid^t tout; 

Unb bod^, an biefen Slang bon 3«9enb onf getnbl^nt, 

3 iuft et oud^ je^t juriicf ntid^ in bag Seben. 770 

©onft ftttrste fic^ ber |)immet§tiebe Sn§ 

Sluf mic^ l^crab in ernfter ©obbatl^ftitte ; 

®o Hang fo a^nunggboll be! ©locEentoneg giille, 

Unb ein ©ebet mor brunftiger ©enu§ ; 

(Sin unbegreiftid^ ^otbeS ©e^nen 
®ricb mid^, burd^ SBatb unb SBiefen ^^injuge^n, 
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Chorus of Women. 

‘ With spices had we ministered to Him ; we, His faithful 
ones, had laid Him down. We swathed clothes and 
bands cleanlily round. Ah ! and we find Christ no 
more here ! ’ 


Chor\Ls of Angela. 

‘ Christ is risen ! Happy the Loving One, who has stood 
the afflicting, wholesome, and testing trial ! ’ 


Faust. Why, ye heavenly tones, mighty and mild, seek 
ye me in the dust? Ring around where there are 
tender men ! I hear the message, indeed, but I lack 
faith j miracle is the dearest child of faith. I dare not 
aspire to those spheres from whence the gracious tidings 
sound ; and yet, accustomed from youth upwards to this 
peal, it even now calls me back to life. In other days, 
the kiss of heavenly love descended upon me in the 
solemn stillness of the sabbath ; then the fulness of the 
bell-tone pealed so presagefully, and a prayer was fer- 
vent enjoyment. A longing, inconceivably sweet, drove 
me to go forth through wood and meadows ; and I felt, 
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Unb unter taufenb l^eigen 2:i^rfinen 
ic^ mir eine SBeft entfte^n. 

Sie« Steb tjerffinbetc bet ^ugenb muntre ©ptcle, 

®er Srfl^IiitgSfcier freieS @tiid ; 780 

©rtnnrung mtd^ nun, ntit linblt($em ©cffi^fe, 
aSom lenten, ernften @(|rttt jwrftd. 

O tonet fort, tl|r fuBeit ^immctelteber I 
35 ie J^rane quilit, bte @tbe !^at nttd^ toieber I 


bet Siinget. 

^at bet Segrobene . 78s 

@(^on fid^ itad^ obcn, 

Sebenb ©t^abene, 

$ertlid^ erl^oben ; 

3 ft er in SBerbeluft 

©d^affenber 5 re«bc na!^ ; 790 

2 (d^ 1 an bet @rbe Sruft, 

©tnb njtr jum Setbe bo. 

Steg cr bie ©einen 
©d^mad^tenb un§ l^ier 5uriid, 

9 ld^ 1 njtr belucinen, 79s 

SOteifter, bein ©littf ! 

6 l)dt bet Sngel. 

K^rift ift erftanben 

Stu§ bet aSertnefung ©d^oog 1 

Sleifeet bon a3anben 

Sreubtg eud^ to§ I ’ soo 

iSflotig il^n fjteifenben, 

Siebe betocifenben, 
aSrubertid^ fpetfenben, 
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amidst a thousand hot tears, a world arise for me. This 
strain harbingered the gay sports of youth, the spring- 
festivaPs free happiness. Memory now. holds me back, 
with childlike feeling, from the last grave step. Oh 
sound on, ye sweet, heavenly strains ! The tear flows, 
the earth has me again ! 


Chorus of Disciples. 

Whilst the Buried One — sublime in His life, has already 
raised Himself gloriously on high — whilst, in the bliss of 
becoming. He is already nigh to creative joy — ah, we 
are still, for suftering, here ! He left us, His own, 
behind, languishing here ! Ah, we bewail. Master, Thy 
happiness ! ’ 


CJmnis of Angels. 

Christ is risen out of the lap of corruption ! Joyfully 
tear yourself free from bonds ! To you, praising Him 
by active work, manifesting love, faring like brethren. 
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sprebigenb reifcnben, 

2Bonne tiet'^etfeenben, 805 

6ud^ ift ber 3 Keifter nati, 

@u(^ ift er ba I 


SSor bent Sbor* 

Sttiljievsiiniiec afler 5Irt jte^cn binnuS. 

@{nioe t^aubtucKt^buefctte. SBatum beittt bott ^tnauS? 
acnbee. S5}ir geljit ^inau^ oufg Sager^aitS. 

®ie ®ef 4 c«. SBtr flber tttoHen nad^ ber tuanbern. 810 

etn ©aiibtoeeisbiitfi^e. 3(^1 bem SBaffcr^of 

ju ge^n. 

Biveitev. ®cr SBeg ba^tn ift gar nic^t fc^Sn. 

®ie 3 u)eUeii. SBo§ t^uft benn bu? 
etn atittc*. 3 <^ w*it ben anbern. 

tBicctec. 9iac^ Surgborf lontmt l^erauf I @en)i§ bort finbet 
i^r 

®ie fdfibnften SKdbd^en unb bag befte 93 ier, 815 

Unb Jg)dnbet bon ber erften @orte. 

^iiuftec. S)u uberiuftiger ©efell, 

3 u(ft bid^ junt brittenniot bag geH ? 

3 *^ tttag nid^t l^in, mir grant eg bor bent Drte. 819 

Sienftmabii^en. Slein, nein 1 id^ ge|e nad^ ber @tabt jnriidE. 
3(ttb«e. 28tr finben i^n getbi§ bei jenen ^Saftfteln ftel^en. 

@»fte. ®ag ift fur mtd^ lein grofeeg ©liicE; 

@r tbirb an beiner ©eite gel^en, 

SOlit bir nnr tanat er anf bem iptan. 

SBag gel^n mid^ beine f^reuben an 1 
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preaching as ye travel, promising bliss, the Master is 
nigh ! to you He is here ! ’ 


Before the Gate. 

Prome7iadcrs of all kinds pass out. 

Some Journeymen. Why, then, that way % 

Others. We are going up to the Jagerhaus. 

The Former. But we arc going to th^^ mill. 

A Journeyman. I advise you to go to the Wasserhof. 

A Second. The way to it is not at all pleasant. 

The Others. What will you do then ? 

A Third. I am going with the others. 

A Fourth. Come up to Burgdorf ; there you will certainly 
find the prettiest girls, and the best beer, and rows of 
a prime sort. 

A Fifth. You wild fellow, is your skin itching for the 
third time ? I don't like going there ; I have a horror 
of the place. 

Servant-Girl. No, no ! I shall go back to the town. 

Another. We shall certainly find him standing by those 
poplars. 

The First. That is no great luck for me. Ho will walk 
your side j with you alone, he dances on the green. 
How do your pleasures concern mo ? 
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9(nkve. ^eut tft er fidget nt(^t aKetn ; 

S)er ^raugfo^jf, fagt’ er, wfirbc bei fe^n. 
filer. ©life I wie bte loadtem ®irnen fd^reiten ! 
j^err ©ruber, lontm ! Wtr muffen fie begteiten. 

@in ftorfe<? ©icr, ein betjenber Siobod, 830 

Unb etne 3Kagb im ijSufe, ba§ ift nun mein ©efd^mad. 
«fi»9eemfi»>iiSen. 2)a fie'^ mir nur bie fd^onen ^oben ! 

(£§ ift mol^r^aftig eine <S(^mod^ ; 

©efeHfd^aft lonnten fie bie oHerbefte !^aben, 

Unb lanfen biefen SJlcigben nod^ 1 835 

^itieiict ®if|fiiet (juiit crfieii). 9 ti^t fo gefd^minb ! bort l^inten 
Jontmen jiuei, 

@ie finb gar nieblid^ angejogen, 

’§ ift nteine Siad^barin babei ; 

3d^ bin bem SJtabd^en feljr gemogen. 

@ie geljen i^ren ftillen ©di^ritt, 840 

Unb ne^men un§ bod^ anc^ om ®nbe niit. 

$err ©rnber, nein ! id^ bin nid^t gern genirt. 
©efcfiminb l ba^ wir bo8 a 3 itb^)ret nidbt toerXieren. 

®ie §anb, bie @am§tag§ il^ren ©efen fii^rt, 

SBirb ©onntagS bidf; am beften careffiren. 845 

'^Bfirgev. itlein, er gefallt mir nid^t, bcr nene ©urgemeifter I 
9 tutt, ba er’g ift, mirb er nnr tagXic^ breifter. 

Unb filr bie ©tabt maS tt)nt benn er ? 

SBirb e§ nid^t aHc Xage fd^tinimer '? 

©e^ord^en foK man me^r als immer, 850 

Unb jal^Ien meljr al§ je Dormer. 

«ettic* (flngt). 3i)r guten $errn, it)r fd^onen Srouen, 

@0 moXjlgefjnfet nnb badenrot^, 

©cXieb’ e§ emit), niid^ anjufc^auen, 

Unb fe^t unb miXbert meine 9 ?otX) ! 


855 
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Another. To-day, he is sure not to be alone ; the curly- 
head, he said, would bo with him. 

Student. Zounds, how the gallant lasses step out ! Come, 
brother, we must attend them. Strong beer, stinging 
tobacco, and a servant-girl in full trim, — that now is my 
taste. 

Buroiier’s Dauoiiteu. Now, do but look at the fine lads ! 
It is really a shame ; they might have the very best of 
company, and are running after these servant-girls. 

Second Student {to the first). Not so fast ! Two arc 
coming behind there ; they are quite nicely dressed. One 
of them is my neighbour ; I am miuth attracted to the 
girl. They arc walking in their (piiet way, and yet 
will take us with thorn in the end. 

The First. No, brother ! I do not like l)eing under 
restraint. Quick ! lest we lose the game. The hand 
which on Saturday plies its broom will fondle you best 
on Sunday. 

Burgher. No, he does not please me, the new Burgo- 
master. Now that he has become so, he grows daily 
more audacious. And then, what is he doing for the 
town 1 Are not things growing worse every day ? One 
must obey more than ever, and pay more than in any 
time before. 

Beggar {stngs). ‘ Ye good gentlemen, ye lovely ladies, so 
trimly dressed and rosy cheeked, be pleased to look 
upon me, and see and relieve my need ! Let me not 

E 
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So^t l^ier ntid^ nid^t toergebeitg leiern I 
Slur ber ift fro^, ber gcben tnag. 

Sin Sog, ben nUc SRenfd^cn feient, 

@r fe^ fiir nitc^ etit ©rntetng. 

atnbetct asiirfler. SefferS Jneig td^ mir an @onn« unb 

geiei'tagen, seo 

21I§ ein ©efprad^ non Stricg nnb ^negSge^df^rei, 

SBcnn t)inten, ineit, in ber Siiirfet, 

®ie aSotfer onf einonbet fdi;Iagcn. 

9Rnn ftcljt nnt Senfter, trinft fein ©Ici^d^en nn§ 

Unb fieT}t ben gfiifj I)innb bie bnntcn ©d)iffe glciten ; 865 

®ann Iel)rt man a(6enb§ frol) naefj §an#, 

Unb fegnet ^ricb’ nnb gricbcn^scitcn. 
ittHitv «iivBcr. §err S'Jndfjbar, jn I Inff’ id^’S nndf) 
gcf(^cl)n : 

©ie mogen fief) bie Sd^fe fpaften, 

3 Rng oKeS bnrd) cinanber gel^n, 870 

55 )o(^ nnr 311 ^onfe bfeib’S bcim Sfften. 
ante (ju ben a 5 urgermabd;en). @i! mic gepnfet ! ba§ f^onc 
funge Sfnt ! 

2Ber foK fid^ nid)t in end) nergaffen ? — 

9 lur nid^t fo ftot3 I c§ ift fd^on gnt ! 

Unb ma§ i^r miinfd^t, ba§ ttjii^t’ id^ tno^f 311 f^affen. 875 
asuvgetmiiniigen. Sfgatljc, fort 1 id) nel^mc ntid^ in Sfd^t, 

SKit fofdfien ^ejen offentlid^ 311 gc^en ; 

@ie Iie§ mid^ Slnar in ©onct Sfnbrcog’ SRad^t 
®en filnft’gen Siebften feiblid) fel)en. 

9iie atiibve. SDlir 3eigte fie i£)n im ®rl)ftafl, 880 

@oIbatenf)aft, mit me^reren SBerlnegnen ; 

Sd^ fe^’ mid^ urn, id^ fud^’ i^n uberaO, 

VXtlcln mir tniH er nid^t begegnen. 
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go on grinding here in vain ! He only is happy who 
likes to give. A day which all men are keeping as a 
holiday, be it for me a harvest day ! ' 

AnotHEII Buiighek*. For me, 1 know nothing better on 
Sundays and holidays than a chat of war and war's 
alarms ; when behind, far away, in Turkey, people are 
belabouring one another. One stands at the window, 
empties one's glass, and sees the gay-coloured ships glide 
down the river; then, in the evening, one rciturns 
cheerfully home, and blesses peace and times of peace. 

Tjiird Buugiikr. Ay, neighbour, I, too, have no objection 
to that ; they may split one another’s heads ; everything 
may go helter-skelter ; only let things go on at home in 
the old way. 

Old Woman {/o the Burghers Daughters). Heyday ! how 
smart ! the pretty young creatures ! Who would not 
be smitten with you ? Only not so proud ! It is all 
very well ; and what you wish, I could perhaps procure. 

Burcjher’s Daughter. Come along, Agatha ! 1 take care 
not to walk publicly with such witches ; true, on St. 
Andrew’s eve, she showed me my future sweetheart 
bodily. 

The Other. She showed me mine in the crystal, soldier- 
like, with other bold fellows ; 1 look around, I seek him 
everywhere, but he will not meet me. 
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Solbatcn. 

Surgen mit I)o!^en 
gWancrn unb 3 tnnen, 

885 


SRabd^en mit ftolsen, 
©o'^nenben Sinncn 
ajtbdfjt’ id^ geminnen I 

S?ul)n ift ba§ SOliil^cn, 

§errtid^ ber Sol^n ! 

890 


• 

Unb bic S^rompcte 
fioffcn mir wcrben, 

SeSic 311 ber grctibc, 

So jnm Scrbcrbcn. 

2)0!^ ift ein Stiirmen ! 

89 s 


S)a§ ift etn 2 cbcn ! 

9Jtabd^cn unb Surgcn 
aHiiffcn fictj gcbcn. 

Si'ittin ift baS SMit^en, 

$errtidt; ber Soljn 1 

Hub bie Solboten 

3 iel)en baoon. ‘ 

900 


^Vaiift unb ^(toncr. 

Snuft. S8om ©tic befreit finb Strom unb SBaci^c 
Surc^ be§ 3rHt)ting§ l^olben, belebeubcn ®ticf ; 

Sm 2:^ate griinet .^offnungSglticf ; 905 

2)er atte SBinter, in ieiner Sd^mfic^c, 

,3og fid^ in raut)e Serge snrticf. 

Son bortI)er fenbct er, ftiel^enb, nur 

D^nmad^tige Sd^ouer formgen ©ifeS 

3[n Strcifen ilber bte gritnenbe ginr. 910 

3Jbcr bie Sonne buibct fetn SBcigcS ; 

UcberoH regt fid^ Sitbung unb Strebcn, 
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Soldiers {sing), ‘ Castles with high walls and battlements, 
maidens with proud, scornful thoughts, fain would I 
win ! Bold is the endeavour, glorious the reward ! 


‘ And we let the trumpet engage us, as to joy so to de- 
struction. That is a storming ! That is a life ! 
Maidens and castles must surrcndei’. Bold is liie endea- 
vour, glorious the reward ! And the soldiers march 
away 1 ’ 


Faust and Wagner. 

Faust. Stream and brooks arc freed from ice by the 
kindly, quickening glance of Spring ; the joy of hope 
grows verdant in the valley; old Winter, in his weakness, 
has retreated to the bleak mountains. From thence he 
sends, as he flics, only impotent showers of granulous 
ice in stripes over the green-growing plain. But the Sun 
endures no white ; formation and eflort are eveiywhcre 
stirring. He is bent upon enlivening everything with 
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913-943 



SlflesS Will mit garBcn bcleben ; 

$oc^ on Slunien fe^tt’S iin Slcbter, 

©ie niinntt flcbufetc SRenfd^en bofiir. 915 

Scijre bi^ um, non biejcn §6^eit 
■Jlocl^ bcr ©tobt juriid 311 fef)ett. 

3 tu§ bcm |ot)fcn, finftern 2l^or 
®ringt ctit buuteS ©ctuintniel l^erbor. 

Scbcr fonnt fi(^ Ijeute {0 gcrn ; 920 

@ie fctern bte ?tuferfte^ung be§ §errn : 

$eun fic fiiib fctbcr ouferftonbcn, 

Slug niebvtger §aiijcr bmnbfcn ©entad^ern, 

9(ii§ §flitbit)crf§“ unb ©etnerbcSbonben, 

9 luS bctn ®ru(f bon ©tcbcfn unb Sci^ern, 925 

9 lu§ bcr ©trn^eu guetfd^cnbcr 6nge, 

9 Utl bcr Sircljen ctjrluiirbigcr 9?o^t 
Stub fic nlle onS Sic[)t gcbrndjt. 

Sie^ nur, fte^ ! lute Betienb ficfi bic SKenge 

®nrc^ bic ©nrten unb getbcr 3crfdf)togt, 930 

SBie bcr giujs, in 93 rcit’ unb Scinge, 

©0 ntnnd}en luftigeu Sloc^cn belucgt ; 

Unb, bi^ 311111 ©illicit iibcrloben, 

©ntfcrnt fi^ bicfcr le^te SJotin. 

Selbft bon bc§ 93 ergc§ fcrnen iJJfobcn 935 

SSlinfen unS fnrbigc ftdeibcr on. 

3 c& I;ore fdjon bc§ ®orf^ ©etiiminel ; 

.^ier ift be§ 9 Sotle§ loolirer ^iutntcl, 

3nfriebcn ioiic^3ct ©rofj unb fffcin ; 

§ier bin idj 9 )leni(|, I)ier barf i^’§ fcqn. 940 

asnnnct. SUlit end), .§crr ®oltor, 3U fba3icten 
3ft c^rciiboa unb ift ©cibinit ; 

®pd; luiirb' idj ni^t oHein nti^ l^cr berlieren, 
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colours. The landscape, however, lacks flowers; he 
takes gaily-dressed folk instead. »Turn round to look 
back on the town from these heights ! Forth from the 
hollow, gloomy gate presses a motley crowd. Every one 
is so fain to sun himself to-day. They celebrate the 
rising of the Lord, for they themselves have risen; — 
from the dank rooms of mean houses, from the bonds of 
labour and trade, from the compression of gables and 
roofs, from the crushing narrowness of streets, from the 
venerable gloom of churches, they arc all brought to the 
light. Only look ! — look how (piickly the multitude is 
dispersing through the gardens arid fields ; how the river, 
in its breadth and length, sets so ma?iy mci ry boats in 
motion; and how this last wherry, overladen to the point 
of sinking, is putting oft* ! Even from the distant paths 
of the mountain, coloured dresses glance Indghtly on us. 
I hear already the bustle of the village ’ Here is the 
true heaven of the people ; great and small arc huzzaing 
contentedly : here I am a man — here I may be one ! 


Wagner. To walk with you. Doctor, is honourable, and is 
an advantage ; but I would not lose myself hero alone, 
because I am an enemy to all coarseness. The fiddling, 



SBeil ict) eiu Seiub uoit attent ato^en bin. 
®o§ giebein, ©d^reien, Jiegctfdjieben 
3ft mir eiu gnv uer^a^tcr fftang ; 

@ie toben, luie bom bofcn @eift getriebcit, 
llnb neniicit’§ greube, ncimeit’S ©cfong. 

^(iitcrn (untcr bcr Siufcc). 

!lanj uub (^cfang. 

Scr Sd)afer pu^tc fid) 511111 2:0115, 
aRit buiiter 3 flcEc, Snub uiib Sroii5 : 
©c^iniid luor er ongc5ogen. 

©d)ou iim bic Siiibe toor c§ bolt, 

Hub oHcS taii5tc fd)Dii Ibie toll. 
3 itd§t)el 

3 ud)t)eifa I lieifo I ! 

©0 gtitg ber giebetbogen. 

(Sr briidte Ijoftig fid) f)ernii, 

5)0 ftiel cr on ciii 9 Jiflbd)Cii 011 
ajiit fciiicm (SUcnbogcii. 

®ic friid)c ®iriic tel)rt’ fid) iim 
Hub fogte : ahtii, boS fiitb’ id) biimm ! 
3iid)^cl 3ud)f)el 
3 ud)'^cifo I .^eifo ! §c I 
©cl)b iiidit fo iiitgc5ogeii 1 

2)od) I)iirtig in bcm itrcife giitg’S, 

©ie toii5ten rcd)tg, fie tnn5teit tints, 
Unb otte fRode ftogen. 

©ie iDurben rod), fie wurben iborin 
Unb rul^ten ott)nienb Slrm in 2 lrm. 
3ud^:^el 3«d)^cl 
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shouting, skittle-playing, are to me a thoroughly detest- 
able sound. They rave as if driven by the evil spirit, 
and call it pleasure, call it song. 


Peasants under the Lime-Tree. 

Dance and Song. 

The shepherd decked himself out for the datice with 
party-coloured jacket, ribbon, and garland : smartly was 
he dressed. Already it was full round the lime-tree, and 
all danced already like mad. Hurrah, hurrah ! Huzza, 
huzza ! So went the fiddle-stick. 


‘ He eagerly pressed near ; ho pushed there against a 
maiden with his elbow ; the buxom girl turned round 
and said : “ Now, that 1 think stupid ! ” Hurrah, liurrah ! 
Huzza, huzza ! “ DoiiT be so ill-bred ! ” 


' Yet sped it nimbly in the ring ] they danced to right, 
they danced to loft, and all the kirtlcs flew. They grew 
red, they grew warm, and rested panting arm-in-arm. 
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gawfl 

Suc^fieiffll $eifoI $el 
Unb an gCenbogcu. 

Uub t^u’ mtr bodj nidjt fo ncrtrout ! 

2Bie iitond^er nidjt feine 93rout 
SBelogen unb betrogen ! 975 

®r fd^incidjclte fic bod^ bei 
Unb toon ber Sinbe {djoll e§ lueit : 

Sttd)t)cl 3iid)^c! 

Sud^^eifa ! |)etfa I $c I 

©efcbrci unb giebetbogen. 98 “ 

Miter Matter. §crr ®oftov, ba§ ift fd)bn non eiu^, 
un§ I)cute nidjt bcrfd^nin^t, 

Unb under biefeS SoIfSgebrcing’, 

21I§ ein jo .§ocbgetnf|vtcr, gcl)t. 

So neb)niet nndj ben jdjonften sJrug, 98 s 

®en loir mit frij^em Xrun! gefnllt. 

3d) bring’ iiin ju unb njiinjdjc laut, 

Sa6 er ntd)t nnr ben ®nrft end) ftillt ; 

®ie 3af)t ber ®robfen, bie er ^egt, 

Seb enren ®agen jugetegt. 99 ° 

Sauft. 3d) nel)ine ben ©rguidungStranf, 

(Srloiebr’ end) alien ^eil unb ®onf. 

fammcit fit!) tin JlvciS um^cr. 

acitci; a^aticv, gurluaCjr I Qi? ift jcl)r Juoljtgcttjmi, 
il)r am frotjeu %aQ erfdjcint ; 
il)r Uormafe bod^ mit un§ 

2ln bofen 3:agen gut gemeint I 
®ar mauci^er ftel^t lebenbig ^ier/ 

S)cn euer SSater nodj jute^t 
®er fiei^eu gieberiuutl) entrig, 


995 
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Hurrah, hurrah ! Huzza, huzza ! And elbow upon 
hip. 

‘“And don’t make so free with me ! How many a man 
has cajoled and deceived his l)etrothed ! ” Yet he 
coaxed her aside ; and from the lime-tree sounded 
far Hurrah, hurrah ! Huzza, huzza ! shouting and fiddle- 
stick.’ 


OlJ) Peasant. Doctor, it is handsome of you not to 
scorn us to-day, and, great scholar iis you are, to go 
among this crowd of people. Take, then, also the hand- 
somest jug, which we have filled with fresh drink. 1 
pledge you in it, and wish aloud that it may not only 
(piench your thirst — may the number of drops which it 
holds 1)0 added to your days ! 


Faust. I accept the refreshing draught ; I return to all 
of you health and thanks ! 

( The people gather f ound in a circle. ) 


Old Peasant. Of a truth, it is very well done of you to 
appear on this happy day ; for in evil days, formerly, 
,you have wished us well. Full many a one stands hero 
alive whom your father snatched, even at the last, from 
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3tt§ er ber ©euc^e 
9lud) bflJimlS itjr, eitt iuuger 9Kann, 
gingt in jcbea Sraitleu^aus ; 

@ar ntaitd^e £eic^c trug man fort, 

S^r abcr (amt gefunb ^crau8, 

Scftanbct mand)c ^arte ^pro6cn ; 

®cm .^elfcr l^alf bcr §elfer broben. 
aiiic. @cfunbl)cit bcm bcluo^rtcu SKaiiit, 

Sag cr nod) tangc l^etfen tann 1 
Sniift. aSor jencm broben fte^t gcbiidt, 

®er ^clfen tcbrt unb §utfc fd^idt ! 

(Gif gel;! mit ^Dagiicrn ivcitcf.) 

asetd) ciu @efuf)t muj 3 t bu, o grofeer 3Jlaiut, 
93ei ber SSeretjvuug biefer SfKeuge I)abeu ! 

€> gUidftid^, iuer Don feiuen ©aben 
©old) cinen SSortt^eit 5 tet)cn faun ! 

SDcr 58atcr 5 cigt bid; jeinem SJnabcu, 

Sin jeber fragt unb brdngt unb citt, 

2)ic giebcl ftodt, ber Xdn 5 er locUt. 

Su ge|ft, in 9{eil)eu fiefjen fie, 

®ie 9Mljcn piegen in bic §51;’ ; 

Unb loenig fe^tt, fo bcugtcu fid; bie Sluie, 
fdni’ ba§ Senerabiie. 

Sttuft* 5Rur toenig ©djritte uoc^ Ijinouf icnem Stein ! 
§ier JooUen toir Don nnfrer SBanbrung roften. 

$ier fafi id; oft gebanfeuDott adein, 

Unb qndite mid; mit 33eten unb mit gaften. 

Stn §offnung reid^, im ©Inuben feft, 

2Rit 3:i;rdnen, ©euf^en, ^dnberingen 
^ad;t’ id; ba§ ©nbe jener $eft 
Som fierrn be§ ^immelg p erstoingen. 


lOOO 


1005 


1010 


1015 


1020 


1025 
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the hot fever’s rage, when he set bounds to the pesti- 
lence. You, too, at that time a young man, — you went 
into every sick house : full many a corpse was borne 
forth, but you came out sound, stood many hard trials : 
the Helper on high helped the helper. 


All. Health to the well-proved man, that he may long 
still l)e able to help ! 


Faust. Stand bowed ])efore Him on high, who teaches 
how to help, and sends help ! 

{He proceeds with Wagner,) 


Wagner. What a feeling. Oh great man, must you have 
at the veneration of this multitude ! Oh, happy he who 
can draw such an advantage from his gifts ! The father 
points you out to his boy; every one questions, and 
presses, and hastens ; the fiddle stops, the dancer pauses. 
You pass — they stand in rows, the caps fly up, and they 
all but bend the knee, as if the Host were coming. 


Faust. Only a few steps further, up to that stone ! Here 
we will rest from our walk. Here I often sat, thought- 
ful, alone, and tormented myself with prayer and with 
fasting. Rich in hope, firm in faith, I thought to extort 
from dfe Lord of heaven, with tears, sighs, wringing of 
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^5)cr SKcnflc SeifaH tout nttr nun mie goJjn. 1030 

D fonnteft bn in nieincm 3nncrn teicn, 

SSie tnenig SSatcr nnb Sol^ii 
(BoliS) eine§ 3iur;me§-n)ert]^ cjemefen 1 
aJicin SSater mx cin bnuftcr gtjrcnmann, 

SDer liber bie SJiatur nnb il}re Ijcil’gen Sreife, 1035 

S'U 9iebUd}!eit, iebod^ anf fcinc SBeifc, 

9}?it (^ritten^after 3 )^ub)c fann ; 

®er, in ©efedfrfjaft Don 5lbcj)tcn, 

Bid) in bie icfjtoarac Mdjc fdjiofe, 

Unb, nad; unenblidjen ^cccptcn, 10.40 

SBibrige pfammcncjofj. 
loarb ein rotijer Sen, cin fiddlier greier, 

3 m Iciueu S3ab ber Sifie Dcrmdf)(t, 

Unb beibe bann, mit offnem gtnmmcnfener, 

%l\\^ eiucm Srautgemad) in§ anbcrc nccjncdt. 1045 

(£rfd;ien barauf mit buuten Sarben 
®ic junge .^bnigin im ©Ia§, 

§ier mar bie ^(r^euei, bic ^atienten ftarben, 

Unb niemanb fragte : mer genaS ? 

Bo l^abeu mir, mit tjodifdjcn Satmergen, 

S'li biefen 2 :i;alern, biei’en 93 ergen, 

SSeit jd^timmer at§ bic ^eft getobt. 

3d) Ijabe felbft ben @ift an ^aufenbe gegeben ; 

Sie meUten !^in, id) mu^ erleben, 

^a^ man bie freemen ajlbrber tobt. 
aajnfljicr. 2Bie fount i^r md) barum betriiben ! 

X^ut nid^t ein braoer 9Rann genug, 

Xic S'unft, bie man i^m libcrtrug, 

©emiffenfiaft unb punftti^ au^mhen ? 

333 enn bn, afe Singling, beinen Soter e^rft, 


1060 
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hands, the end of that pestilence. The applause of the 
multitude now sounds to me like mockery. Oh, could 
you read in my inmost soul, how little worthy have 
father and son been of such a fame ! My father was an 
obscure, worthy man, who mused on Nature and her 
holy circles in honesty — after his fashion, hoAvcver — 
with whimsical toil; who, in the company of adepts, 
shut himself up in the dark kitchen, and poured together 
contraries, after endless recipes. There was a red lion, 
a bold wooer, wedded in the tepid bath to the lily, and 
both were then tormented with open flame from one 
bride-chamber into another. If thereupon the young 
({ueen appeared with variegated colours in the glass — 
here was the medicine ; the patients died, and no one 
inquired who recovered. Thus have we, with hellish 
electuaries, raged in these valleys, these mountains, far 
worse than the pestilence. I myself have given the 
poison to thousands ; they pined away : I must live to 
hear people praise the shameless murderers ! 


Wagner. How can you trouble yourself about it ! Does 
not a good man enough in practising conscientiously 
and accurately the art which was committed to him ? If 
you, as a^youth, honour your father, you will willingly 
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@0 roirft bu gein bon i^m cnt^)fangen •, 
aSSenn bn, at§ 9 Konn, bie SBiffcnfd^nft bcrnte:^rft, 

@0 faun betn @oIjn 311 p^erm 3 iel gelangen. 

Siiuft. D glMfid^, luer nod) Ijojfcn fann, 

2ln§ bicfem 9 JJeer bc^ anf^utauc^cn ! 1065 

2Ba§ man ni^t iueife, bo§ cben braud^tc man, 

Itnb ma§ man loei^, fann man nid^t braud^cn. 

®od^ Ia§ nn8 biefer (stunbc fd)6ne§ Out 

®urd) fofd^en Sriibfinn nii^t berliimmern 1 

aSetrndjte, mie in 3 lbenbfomicgfut^ 1070 

®ic griinningebnen .^iitten fd^immcrn ! 

@te riidt nnb mcid)t, ber S^ag tft iiberfebt, 

S)ort exit ftc ]^in nnb forbcrt nenc§ £eben. 

O ba<3 fein Stiigel mid) bom SSobcn l)ebt, 

nod^ nnb immcr nad^ 311 ftrcbcn ! 1075 

jal^’ im clutgen 9 tbenbftraf)f 
®ie [tiHe aSeft 311 meiyen Silfeeit/ 

@nt3nnbct aHe §dl^n, bevn^igt jebcg 5 E!^af, 

®en ©ifbcrbnd) in goibne ©trome flie^en. 

Sliest I)emmte bann ben gottcrgfeid^cn Sauf 1080 

®er mifbe 93crg mit alien feinen ©d^Iud^ten ; 

©d^on t^ut ba§ SSReer fid^ mit ertoarmten a3ud)tcn 
aSor ben erftounten Stngen anf. 

®oc^ fc^eint bie Oottin enblid^ loeg3n[infen ; 

Stdeitt ber nene Srieb erload^t, 1085 

eile fort, i^r em’geS 8id)t 3U trinfen, 
aSor mir ben 3 ;ag nnb I)inter mir bie ilfod^t, 

S)cn ©imntel iiber mir nnb unter mir bie aSeHen. 

Sin fd^oner ^Eranm, inbeffen fie ent)beid)t. 

aid) ! 311 be§ Oeiftes glilgeln tbirb fo Ieid)t 1090 

Sfeitt Ibrfjerlid^er gtiigel fid^ gefeKen. 
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receive of him ; if you, as a man, enlarge knowledge, 
your son may attain to a higher mark. 


Faust. Oh, happy he who can still hope to emerge from 
this sea of error ! What one knows not, that very thing 
one would like to use ; and what one knows, one cannot 
use. But let us not embitter the lovely boon of this 
hour with such sadness ! Mark how the green-girt 
cottages shimmer in the glow of the setting sun ! He 
moves and recedes ; the day is spent ; yonder Jie liurries 
olf, and (piickens new life. Oh that no wing lifts me 
from the ground to struggle after, and ever after, him ! 
I should sec, in the everlasting evening-ray, the still 
world at my feet, all the heights kindled, every valley 
lulled, the silver brook flowing into golden streams. 
Not then would the wild mountain, with all its ravines, 
arrest my godlike course. Already the sea, with warmed 
bays, opens before my astonished eyes. Yet the god 
seems at last to sink away. But the new impulse 
awakens ; I hurry on to drink his everlasting light — 
the day before me, and the night behind me ; the heaven 
above me, and under me the waves. A beautiful dream ! 
meanwhile, he vanishes. Alas I no bodily wing will 
so easily accompany the wings of the spirit. Yet it is 
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1092-1122 


®od^ ift c§ icbem eingeborcn, 

®afj fein ©cfiiljl fjtuauf :tnb borhjarts bringt, 
SBcrni iiber un§, tm brauen 9{autJi berloren, 

Sf)r (djinetternb iiicb btc 2 crd^e fingt, 

SBcitit iibcr jdiroffcu gitl)tcntji)]^cii 
®er Slbter auSgebrcitet {d^luebt, 

Itnb iiber j5Iad;cn, ilbcr ©ecu 
®cr ft'rnutd^ nnd} ber .^cimatt) ftrebt. 

asngner. ^d) t)otte felbft oft griCeuIjafte (Stmiben, 
®od^ fotdjcu ®rtcb Tjab’ id) nod^ nie emfjfunben. 
SJlan fie^t ftdfi tctd)t on SBatb unb gelbern fott, 
®c§ SSogelS gittig toerb’ id) nie beneiben. 

SSSie anbers teagen un^ bic ©eiftesfreubeu 
58on 33ud) ju 58ud), non 93tott 511 SBIatt ! 

®a tuerbeu 2 Bintcrniid)tc I)oIb unb fd)bn, 

(Sin fetig 2cbcn loarmet allc (Sliebcr, 

Unb ad) I eutvoHft bii gar ein luiirbig ^^Jergamen, 
@0 fteigt ber gan^e .^iinntel ju bir nieber. 

Ran ft. ®n bift bir nur bc§ cineu ®rieb§ belouftt ; 
0 lerne nie ben anbern fenuen ! 
f^ioei ©ceten luoTjnen, ad) 1 in ineiner 93ruft, 

®ie eine tuid fid) non ber anbern trennen ; 

Sic eine I)dlt, in berber Siebc^Iuft, 

©id) an bie 2 BeIt, init flainmernben Organen ; 
Sic anbre t)ebt geloaltfam fid^ bom Suft 
3u ben ©efilben I)oI)cr 3tt)nett. 

O giebt eS ©eifter in ber Suft, 

Sie jtDtfd^en @rb’ unb $immel Ifierrf^enb toeben, 
@0 fteiget nieber aus bem goibnen Suft, 

Unb fii^rt mid^ meg, ju neuem, buntem Seben I 
3a, mSre nur ein ^aubermantel mein. 
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inborn in every one that his feelings should press up- 
wards and onwards, when over us, the lark, lost in the 
blue expanse, sings its trilling lay ; when over rugged, 
pine-clad heights, the eagle soars outspread ; and over 
plains, over seas, the crane is strix ing towards her home. 


Wagneii. I myself have often had whimsical hours, 1)ut 
never yet have I experienced such an impulse. One 
easily looks one's fill of woods and fields. I shall never 
envy the wing of the bird. How dihcrently the plea- 
sures of the mind bear us from hook to ))ook, from page 
to page ! Thence winter nights ])ecomo pleasing and 
bright ; a happy life warms all one’s limbs ; and ah ! 
when you actually unroll a worthy parchment, the whole 
heaven descends to you. 


Faust. Thou art conscious of the one impulse only ; oh 
never learn to know the other ! Two souls, alas ! dwell 
in my breast ; the one is bent on separating itself from 
the other. The one adheres, in vigorous passion, with 
clinging organs, to the world ; the other lifts itself 
forcibly from the dust up to the regions of its lofty an- 
cestors. Oh, if there be spirits in the air which hover, 
ruling, between earth and heaven, descend ye from your 
golden atmosphere, and lead me away to new varied 
life ! Ay, were but a magic mantle mine, and could it 
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Unb triig’ er mid) in frcmbe )2anber, 

2Kir font’ cr iini bie fBfttidjften ©ctoanbfr, 

'Jtid^t feii inn eincn Kouig^montcl fel)n. 1125 

xoatincr. SScrufc nid)t bic moI)t6efonnte ©d^aar, 

Sic ftrdmcub fid) iin ®nnftfvci^ liberbreitet, 

, Sent a)icnfd)en tnufenbfaltige @cfai)r, 

9Son alien (Sitbcn I)er, bercitet I 

®on 9iorbcn bringt bev fcfinrfc Oleifferjo^n 1130 

2tuf bid) I)erbci, mit fifeilgcff)i|tcn Bwnflen ; 

S8on SUiorgen 3ict)n, Oertrodnenb, fie I)eran, 

Unb nal)vcn fid^ non beinen Sungen ; 

SBenn fie ber SJiittag au§ ber SBiifte fd^idEt, 

Sic ©Iiitl) auf ©Inti) nm beinen ©d^eitel I)(iufen, 113 s 
So bringt bet 9Bcft ben Sd^marm, ber erft erqnidt, 

Uni bid) nnb f^elb nnb ?Ine su erfoufen. 

Sie I)brcn gent, jiun Sd)aben frof) getoanbt, 

@cI)ord)cn gern, loeil fie nn^ gern betriigen ; 

Sie fteUen mie ooin .^innncl fid) gefonbt, 1140 

Unb tispein engtife^, lucnn fie liigen. 

SodE) gel)cn loir 1 (Srgraut ift f^on bie SBelt, 

Sic auft gclii^lt, ber 9Jebet faQt ! 

Stm Slbcnb fd)df5t man erft ba§ ^an§. — 

SBa§ ftel)ft bn fo, unb blidft erftaunt I)inou§? 1145 

SBa§ fann bid) in ber Sammrung fo ergreifen ? 

5 a It ft. ©iel)ft bn ben fd)ioor5cn ^>unb bur^ Soot unb Stoppel 
ftreifen ? 

aBafliici:. fa^ il)n longe fd^on; ni(^t toid^tig fd^ien er 
mir. 

5 ottft. SBetrad^t’ ifin red^tl gur loaS pitft bu baS S^iet ? 
ssasnee. fjiir einen ipubel, ber ouf feine SBeife uso 

@td& ouf ber Spur be8 ^erren plogt. 
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bear me into foreign lands, I would not barter it for the 
costliest garments, for a king’s mantle. 

Wagner. Invoke not the well-known troop which ditiuscs 
itself, streaming, through the atmosphere, and prepares 
danger, thousandfold, from all ([uarters hither, to niaTi ! 
From the North, the sharp tooth of the spirits presses 
up to you, with arrow-pointed tongues ; from the East, 
they approach, parching, and feed upon your lungs; if 
the South sends from the desert those which heap fire 
after fire upon your crown, the West brings the swarm 
which at first refreshes, in order to drowm you, and field, 
and meadow. Gladly alert for mischief, tlicy like to 
listen, — like to obey, because they like to deceive us ; 
they feign to be sent from heaven, and lisp like angels 
when they lie. But let us be going! The world is al- 
ready grown grey, the air chilled ; the mist is falling. 
Not till the evening docs one appreciate home. — ^^'hy do 
you stand thus, and gaze astonished out there What 
can so catch your attention in the twilight 

Faust. Seest thou the black dog ranging through corn 
and stubble 1 

Wagner. I saw him long since ; he did not seem to me 
important. 

Faust. Regard him well ! For what dost take the brute ? 

Wagner. For a poodle, which, after his wont, is toiling 
and moiling on the track of his master. 
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Semcrfft t)u, mic in mcitem ©d^nedenfreife 
(£r uin un^ I)cr uub immer ndl^er iagt ? 

Hub irr’ id) utd)t, \o 5 iei)t cin geucrftrubet 
3tuf feineu ^^fabeu f)iuterbrehi» uss 

gWrtfluct. 3d) fel)e nid)t^ aU einen fd)tpar 5 en ^ubel; 
niai] bei cud) tuoI)t 5(ugentniifd)ung fc^n. 

9Kir fdjciut bafj cr inat^ifi^ teije ©d^Iingen 
3u fiinft’gcm itBrntb nm unfre giigc jic^t. 
aajtiflucr. 3d) fcij’ ii)u ungcinif3 unb fiirci^tfam un§ nm* 
jpringcn, 1160 

$3ei( cr, ftatt feiuc^ §crrn, i\m Unbcfanntc fict)t. 

S)cr Srei^ luirb eng, fd^on ift cr na^ ! 
aSrtflttcr. ®n ftet)ft, cin ^innb, unb fcin ©efpeuft, ift ba. 

Gr fniirrt uub 5mcifeU, tegt fid) auf bcu SnucI), 

Gr mebcit — aHe^ ipuubcbrand). 1165 

S’ ti lift, ©cfcffc bid) 511 un§ ! ®omm f)icr ! 
asjrtfluct, ift cin pubeindrrijd) X^ier. 

Su ftcl)cft ftiH, cr martet auf ; 

Su fprid)ft tl)n an, cr ftrebt an bit ^inouf ; 

Scrticre ma§, cr mirb e^ bringcn, 1170 

5yiad) bcineui ©tod iu^3 SSaffcr fpringen. 

Sum ft. Xu I)aft loot)t rcd)t; id^ finbc nid^t bic ©})ur 
SSon cinein @eift, uub atte§ ift Xrcffur. 

9»<iaiicr. Xcm §uube, menu cr gut gc^ogeu, 

SBirb fetbft cin Joeifer 9}lann gemogen. 1175 

3ci, bcine ©nuft oerbicnt cr gatt5 uub gar, 

Gr, ber ©tubcntcn trcfflid^cr ©cotar. 


( Sic gcl^cn in fcaS Stabttl^or. ) 
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Faust. Dost mark how he courses round us, in a wide 
spiral circle, — hither, and ever nearer ? And if I mis- 
take not, a stream of fire moves after on his paths. 

Wagner. I see nothing hut a black 2X)odle; there may 
perhaps be some oj;)tical illusion with you. 

Faust. Meseems that he is drawing magically light 
nooses, for a future toil, around our feet. 

Wagner. I see him bounding doubtfully and timidly round 
us, because, instead of his master, he sees two strangers. 

Faust. The circle grows narrow ; he is already near ! 

Wagner. You sec ! A dog, and no 2)hantom, is here. He 
growls and hesitates, lies on his belly; he wags his tail 
— all dog-fashion. 

Faust. Come along with us ! Come here ! 

Wagner. It is a very droll brute. You stand still — he 
bogs ; you call him — he fawns iqjon you ; lose anything 
— he will fetch it ; will jumj) into the water after your 
stick. 

Faust. Perhaps you are right; I do not find the trace of 
a spirit, and all is training. 

Wagner. Even a wise man gets attached to a dog when 
it is well brought up. Yes, he thoroughly deserves your 
favour — ho, the rare inipil of the students ! 


( They go ivithin the town-gate. ) 
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Stilt ft (mit bcm ^Jiibcl l^creintrctcnb). 

fficrtaffcu tjab’ tdf; gdb imb 9 Iuen, 

^ic cine ticfc 3iacfjt bcbccft, 
ajlit atjuniig^bodcin, ^cit’^cm ©raucit 
un^ bic begrc ©eele lucrft. 

(Sutfd^tofen fiub nmt iuitbc Sriebc, 

Mit jebein uitj^eftiimcn Xt)un ; 

6^ regct fid) bie Meufdjenliebc, 

^ie 2iebe ®otte§ regt fid) nun. 

©cl) rul)ig, ^nbet I renne nid)t I)in nnb n)ieber ! 
2(n bcr @d)n)enc iua§ fd)noberft bu t)ier? 

2e(^c bid) ()intcv bcu Dfen niebcr ! 

Mein bcftc§ SJiffcu gcb’ id^ bir. 

SBic bu brauBen nuf bent bcrgigen SBcgc 
®urcl^ ^tenuen nub ©))ringcn evgb^t un§ ^aft, 
@0 nimm nun and) bon inir bie ^ftegc, 
ciit UJinfoniinuer, ftider ©aft. 

2td^, iueun in unfvcr engeu Belle 
®ic Sampe frcunbUd^ loieber brennt, 

®ann loirb’^ in unfernt 93ufen tieUe, 

Stm ^ei'j^en; ba§ fici^ fetber fennt. 

SSernunft fcingt loieber an 511 f^)rcd)en, 

Unb $offnung toieber an 311 blii^’n ; 

Man fc^nt fid) nad) bc§ SebcnS ®dd^en, 
9 ld) ! nad^ bc§ Seben§ DneHc f)in. 


T180 


1185 


1 190 


”95 


1200 



Faust’s Study (2) 


89 


Faust’s Study. (2) 

Faus t {entering with the poodle\ 

I have left field and meadows, which a deep night covers, 
and, with inspiring, holy awe, wakes the l)ettcr soul 
within us. AYild impulses arc now fallen asleep, with 
every violent action. The love of man is stirring, the 
love of God is stirring now. 


Be quiet, poodle ! Bun not to and fro ! What arc you 
snuflling at hero on the threshold ? Lie down behind 
the stove ! I give you my best cushion. As outside, 
on the mountain path, you have amused us Avith run- 
ning and bounding, so accept noAv from me attention in 
return, as a Avelcome, quiet guest. 


Ah, when, in our narrow cell, the lamp burns cheerfully 
again, then all becomes clear in our bosom, — in the 
heart that knows itself. Reason begins again to speak, 
and hope again to bloom ; one longs for the streams of 
life, — ah ! for the source of life ! 
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®nurrc nid^t, ^ubel I 'S^ fjeiligcn 2onen, 
®ic jc^t meine ciansc ©eel’ untfaffett, 

SSitt ber t'^ieriid^e Smit nid^t ipaffen. 

SBir fiub (jctDo^nt, bag bie SRenJcIjen berl^o^nett, 
SSa§ fie nid^t berfte^n, 

^5)af5 fic Uor bent @utcn inib ©d^bnen, 

®ag i()ncn oft &efc[)iocriid[) ift, inurrcn ; 

SBtll c§ bcr .f 3 unb, tuic fic, bcfnurrcii ? 

3lbQt ac^ I fdijon fiit)!’ id^, bci bcm b'cftcn SSSlKctt, 
^efrtcbiguiig nid^t inct)r au§ bcm 93ufcn (luittcn, 
Slber toarum muf 3 ber ©trom fo balb berfiegcn, 
Unb toir toicber im ^urfte fiegen ? 

®aOon I)ab’ id) fo Oid @rfal)rimg. 

S)od) biefer SKangel Ici^t fid^ erfejjen ; 

SSir ferncu ba§ Ueberirbifd^c fd^ci^en, 

S 8 ir fe^nen un§ nad^ Dffeubarmtg, 

Sic Ttirgeiibg hjitrb’ger iinb fd^bner brennt, 

Site in bem iieueu Xcftanient. 

9Rid^ brangt’^, ben ©runbtejt aufsufd^tagen, 

9Kit rcblic^em ©efiil)! einmat 
Ijcilige Original 

Sn mein gelicbtc^ ®entfd^ 511 iibcrtragen. 

(©r fc^tagt cin auf, unb fic^ an.) 


©efc^rteben fte^t : „ gm 9(nfatig war ba§ S3ott." 
$ier ftoi’ icf; fc^on ! 9Bcr wir Writer fort ? 
fonn bag SSort fo l^od^ unwogtid^ fi^afeen, 
jmt§ eg anberg ilberfe^en, 

3Senn id^ bom ©eifie redfit erleud^tet bin. 
©efd^ricbett ftebt ; „ 3w Stnfang wor ber ©intt." 


1205 


1210 


1215 


1220 


1225 



Faust’s Study (2) 


91 


Growl not, poodle ! The brutish sound ill accords with 
the sacred tones which now infold my whole soul. We 
are used to men deriding what they do not understand, 
to their grumbling at the good and beautiful, which is 
often troublesome to them : is the dog disposed to snarl 
at it like them ? 


But ah, I feel already that, with the best intentions, con- 
tentment wells no longer from my bosom ! But why 
must the stream dry up so soon, and wo again lie 
athirst ? Of that I have so much experience ! This 
want, however, admits of being compensated. We learn 
to prize the supernatural ; we long for revelation, which 
nowhere burns more worthily and ])eautifully than 
in the New Testament. I feel impelled to open the 
original text, just to translate with candid spirit the 
sacred original into my beloved German. 

{He opens a volume, and applies himself to it.) 


It is written: ‘In the beginning Avas the JVortV Here 1 
am already at a stand ! Who will help me on further ? 
I cannot possibly value the JFord so highly; I must 
translate it otherAvise, if I am truly enlightened by the 
Spirit. It is written : ‘ In the beginning Avas Thought 
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SBebenfe too^I bie erfte SeilC/ '* 3 ° 

®oB bcine geber fid; nic^t ubcreife I 

3 [ft e§ ber ©inn, ber aHea Joirft unb fc^afft ? 

ga foHte ftei^n: „ 3 in Stnfang Joor bie ^roft." 

®D(^, Olid) inbem ici^ biefea nteberi^reibe, 

©d)ou warnt mid) woa, bo^ id^'babei nid^t bleibe. 1235 
9Rir ^ilft ber ®eift I 9tuf einmandl’ ic^ 9latl^, 

Unb fd;rei 6 c gctroft: „ 3m Slnfong tonr bie 

^ Son id^ mit bit baa Simmer tt)cilen, 
ipubel, fo laB boa §eulcu, 

So loft boa S3cKen ! 

Solcft eincn ftorenben ©ejellen 
9Mog id; nicftt in ber Siiiftc tciben. 

Sitter Don itna bcibcn 
SKuft bie ScKc mcibcn. 

Uitgern ftcb’ id; boa ©offred^t ouf, 

®ie Sftiir’ ift offen, ftoft frcicn Soitf. 

9tber luoa mitft id; fel;cn ! 

Sloitn boa ttatiirlid; gc|tfteftett ? 

3 ft ca 0 d;nttcn ? ift’a SBirHieftfeit ? 

SBic mirb mciit iJJttbel long nnb breit I 
6 r ftebt ftdt) mit ©ettmlt, 

®oa ift nid;t einea ^mibca ©eftolt I 
®ei(ft ein ©efijcnft bro(|t’ icft ina §aua ! 

Sd^on fteftt er toie ein SKilftferb oua, 

3)Zit fcnrigen Stugen, fd^redtid^cm ©ebift. 

0 1 btt bift mir geloift I 
gilr foId;e ftolbe ^oHcnbrut 
3ft Solomonia Scftfilffel gwt. 
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Consider well the first line, that thy pen be not over- 
hasty ! Is it Thought that works and creates everything ? 
It should stand: ‘In the beginning was Force.'* Yet, 
oven as I am writing this down, something warns me 
already not to keep to it. The Spirit helps me ; all at 
once I sec guidance, and write confidently : ‘ In the 
beginning was Action.^ 


i I am to share the room with you, poodle, cease howling, 
cease barking ! I cannot endure so disturbing a com- 
panion near. One of us two must quit the cell. Ke- 
luctantly, 1 withdraw hospitality ; the door is open ; 
you have free range. But what do I see 1 Can 
that come to pass naturally 1 Is it shadow ? Is it 
reality ? How long and broad my poodle grows ! lie 
raises himself with violence : that is not the form of a 
dog ! What a phantom I have brought into the house ! 
He looks already like a hippopotamus, with fiery eyes, 
terrific teeth. Oh, I am sure of thee ! For such a half- 
hellish brood, Solomon’s key is good. 
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(^ciftct (fluf belli ©angc). 

^rhiucii ncfancjcii ift ciiicr I 

!i3Ieibct (jauficn, fotcj’ il)m felner ! 1260 

!!& 5 ic ini (Sifcn bcr gudj^, 

3 agt eiii alter ^otteulud^^. 

‘i?lber nebt ! 

0 cljtuc 6 et Ijin, fd^tuebet luiebcr, 

2luf uiib nieber, 1265 

Unb cr ^at fid^ to^gemad)!. 

Sibmit il)r i()m nu^eii, 
il)u \xid)i fi^eu I 
^enu er tfjat uu§ aCen 

Scfjou Diet 3U ©efallen. 1270 

tilt ft. @rft 511 begegnen bcm 2:l)iere, 

Sraud)’ idj ben ©priid^ ber Sieve : 

Salaniauber foil gluljcn, 

Unbeue fidj ininben, 

t)erfd;imnbcn, 1275 

itobolb fid) mul}en I 

aSer lie uic^t feunte, 

®ic Slemente, 

St)re Sraft 

Unb 6igenfd)aft, 1280 

aSdre fein SJleifter 
Ueber bie ©eifter. 

Serfd^lninb’ in glammen, 

Satamanber ! 
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Spirits {in the passage). 

One is caught within ! Stay without ! Follow him none ! 
As the fox in the gin, quakes an okl lynx of hell, flut 
beware ! Hover thither, hover back, up and down, and 
he has got himself loose ! If ye can aid him, leave him 
not in the lurch ! For at other times ho has done many 
a favour to all of us. 


Faust. First, to confront the beast, I use the Sentence of 
the Four : Salamander shall glow. Undine writhe. Sylph 
vanish. Cobold toil ! 


He who know them not, — the elements, their strength 
and quality, — were no master over the spirits. 


Vanish in flames. Salamander ! Flow rushingly together, 
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Sflaufcfjenb fliegc jufamntcn, 1285 

Unbciic I 

Sciidjt’ in SD^etcoreiifdjone, 

©i)(p(je ! 

Sriiig’ fjoit^Iidje $u(fe, 

Iiuniljiis ! liiculjus ! 1290 

Xxxtt Ijeruor uub ntac^e bcu ©djlufe I 

&inc^ ber SSiere 
' ( 5 tedt in bcm ^I)ierc. 

licnt gau5 rid)ig nub gvinj’t niidj an ; 

Sd) I)ab’ il3m uodj uidjt luel) get^an. 1295 

®ii fol()t mid) Ijoreu 
©tdrfer befdjiuurcn. 

93 ift bu, ©efede, 

(Sin Sliidjtliug ber .IpoUe ? 

@0 fiel) bieS Bcidjen, 1300 

^ciu fie fidj bcugen, 

®ie fdjiuar^en ©c^aaren I 

©djon fdjtuiUt eg auf mit borftigcu .ganren. 

SJerJuorfneg XBefeu! 

S^'annft bu il)u lefeu, 1305 

S)eu nie entf3)ro6neu, 

llitftuggefprodjuen, 

^urdj adc $immel gegofjueu, 
gredentlid^ burd^ftod^nen V 

Winter ben Ofen gebannt, 1310 

©d^midt pg mie ein ©lep^ant; 
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Undine ! Shine, Sylph, in meteor-beauty ! Bring 
homely help. Incubus ! Incubus ! Step forth, and 
make an end ! 


Not one of the Four sticks in the beast : ho lies quite 
calm, and grins at me ! I have not yet hurt him. Thou 
shalt hear me conjure more strongly. 


Art thou, comrade, a fugitive from hell ? Then see this 
sign, to which they bow, — the black legions ! 


Already it swells up, with bristling hairs. 


Eeprobate being ! canst thou read him,- -the never-origin- 
ated, unexpressed, diffused through all heavens, crim- 
inally transpierced ? 


Spellbound behind the stove, it is swelling like an 
elephant ; it fills up the whole room ; it is about to melt 
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®cn gansen SRaum filHt an, 
tniH sum SWcbel ijcrfticgctt. 

©tcigc nid^t ^ur l^inan I 

2cge bid^ gu be^ 9 Keifter§ giigen ! 131s 

S)ii bag id) nicgt bcrGebctt§ brol^e. 

berfenge bid^ ntit Igciliger Sol^c ! 

Krirartc nid^t 

breimal gtil^enbc Sid^t I 

Srtnartc nid^t 1320 

^ie ftarfftc bon metncn Siinften I 

(tritt, tnbem fccr dltUl fftllt, gcfleifcct ttjie ein fal^renkcr 
©d(>ola|licii«, l^intcr bem Ofcn ^cr»or). 

SSoju ber Sarni ? lua§ ftefjt bent ;^errn ju Stenfien ? 

$08 alfo ttwr be8 ipubefe Seen I 
@tn fa^mtber ©cotoft ? S)er ®afu§ mod^t tnid^ lo^en. 
9»c(>({fiot*b<!(e8. fototire ben gele^rten ^errn ( 1325 

l^abt nttd^ toeiblid^ fd^toi^en mod^ett. 

Sanft. 28 ie ncnnft bit bic| ? 

®ie groge fd^cint ntir ffein 
Stir einen, ber ba8 SBort fo fe'^r berod^tet, 

2 )cr, tneit enfferitt bon ollent 6d§cin, 

5Rnr in ber 2Befen Siefe trnd^tet. 1330 

Sanft. S8ei eud^, t'^r ^errn, fonii man ba§ SBejen 
©eWb^nltd^ ait§ bem SJanteu lefen, 

SBo e§ fid^ aUjubeuttid^ tbeift, 

SBenn mon eitd^ gUegengott, SSerberber, Stigner ^et§t. 

3 lun gut, tner bift bu benn ? 1335 

attcbbiftobbcus. ©in ^Cl^eU bon jener Sroft, 

®ie ftetS bo8 Sofe toiH unb ftetS bag @ute jd^afft. 
gottft. SB08 ift mit biefem Dlatl^fellbort gemeint? 
sw*biitftobbcie0. Sd^ bin ber @eift, ber ftetg bemeint! 
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into mist. Mount not up to the ceiling ! Lay thyself 
at thy master’s feet ! Thou seest that I threaten not in 
vain. I will scorch thee with holy fire. Await not the 
triple-glowing light! Await not the strongest of my 
arts 1 


(Mephistopheles, while the mist is sinkings comes forward, dressed 
like a travelling scholar, from behind the stove.) 

Mephistopheles. Why this noise ^ What is the gentle- 
man’s pleasure ? 

Faust. That, then, was the kernel of the poodle 1 a^travel- 
ling scholar h The casus makes me laugh. 

Mephistopheles. I salute the learned gentleman. You 
have made me sweat soundly. 

Faust. What is your name ? 

Mephistopheles. The question seems to me petty for one 
who so much despises the Word ; who, far removed from 
all seeming, strives only [to penetrate] into the depth of 
things. 

Faust. With you gentlemen, one may ordinarily under- 
stand the being from the name, where it appears all too 
plainly if you are called Fly-god, Destroyer, Liar. Now, 
then, who are you 'I 

Mephistopheles. A part of that power which is con- 
stantly willing evil, and constantly producing good. 

Faust. What is meant by this riddle ? 

Mephistopheles. I am the spirit that constantly denies ! 
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1339-1369 




Unb bag mit Sled^t : benn aHcl, »o8 entftel^t, 

3ft toert^, bag eg ju ©runbe getit ; 1340 

Srum Beffet loar’g, bag nicgtg entftttnbe. 

@0 ift benn aHeg, ttiog igr ©unbe, 

3etftijruitg, furj bag SSfe nennt, 

SRcin ctgentlt(|eg ©lenient. 

3a«fi. ®n nennft bicg eineu 3 :^eit, unb ftel^ft boi!^ ganj bor mir? 
a»ei)4iftoti4cicg. Sefd^eib’ne SBa^r^eit fpred^’ id^ bit. 1346 
SBeitn fid^ ber SRenfd^, bte Heine SJarrentoelt, 

©eluBl^nltd^ fiir ein ©anjeg pit ; 

3 cg bin ein Spit beg Spilg, ber Stnfangg aHeg toar, 

©in iEpit ber ginfternig, bie fid^ bag Sid^t gebor, 1350 
®og ftotje Sicgt, bag nun ber 9 Rutter Stad^t 
®en alten iRang, ben SRaunt ip ftreitig niacgt. 

Unb bod§ gelingt’g ipt nicgt, ba eg, fo biel eg ftrebt, 
SSergaftet an ben JIBriiern flebt ; 

SSon Sfiirbern ftromt’g, bie Sforber ina^t eg fd^on, 1355 
©in ^Brber pnimt'g auf fcinem ©onge; 

< 3 o, I)off’ ic^, banert eg nicgt lange, 

Unb mit ben Slorpcrn mirb’g ju ©rnnbe gep. 

Sattft. SRun fenn' id^ beine mftrb’gen ipfipten ! 

®n tannft im ©rogen nicgtg bernid^ten, 1360 

Unb fangft {g nun int Jlteinen on. 

Unb freiticg ift npt biel bomit getpn. 

SBag fid^ bem SRptg entgegenfteUt, 

®og ©tmag, biefe ^jlum^e SBett, 

©0 biel alg p fcgon nnternommen, 1365 

3eg tbugte npt ip beijufommen, 

2 Rit SBellen, ©tiirmen, ©d^utteln, Sronb ; 

©erupg bleibt om ©nbe 2Reer unb 8onb ! 

Unb bem bcrbammten Seng, ber 3 :per» unb SRenfd^enbru. 
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and justly so ; for everything which comes into being is 
worthy that it should go to ruin ; better therefore were 
it that nothing should come into being. So, then, 
everything which you call sin, destruction — in short. 
Evil — is my proper element. 

Faust. You call yourself a part, and yet stand whole 
before me ? 

Mephistopiieles. I tell you the modest truth. Though 
man, folly's microcosm, commonly esteems himself a 
whole, I am a part of the part which, in the beginning, 
was All ; a part of the Darkness which brought forth to 
itself Light — the proud Light, who now contends with 
Mother Night for her ancient rank and space. And yet 
ho succeeds not ; for, strive as much as he may, he 
cleaves, captured, to bodies. From bodies he streams ; 
bodies he makes fair ; a body stops him on his course. 
So I hope he will not last long, and will, with bodies, 
perish. 

Faust. Now I know your worthy functions ! You can 
destroy nothing on a great scale, and are now setting 
about it on a small one. 

Mephistopiieles. And, candidly, not much has lieen done 
in that way. That which is opposed to nothing — the 
something, this clumsy world — much as 1 have already 
tried, I have not been able to got at it with waves, 
storms, shakings, fire. Sea and land remain tranquil 
after all ! And of the damned trash — the brood of 
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1370-1400 


®em ift nun got nt^B onjul^aben. 1370 

833 te btele ^ai’ id^ fd^on BcgraBen ! 

Unb immet circuttrt ein neueS, frifd^eS SBtut. 

@0 ge'^t e§ fort, man mOd^te rofenb merben I 

®er Suft, bent SSSoffet, mie ber ©then 

©ntminben taufenb Sfeime ft^, 1375 

Sm 2:ro(fnen, geuc^ten, SBarmen, fatten ! 

^citt’ id^ mir nid^t bic gtamme oorbel^alten, 

3d^ pttc ntd^t§ Slfjartg fiir mtd^. 

Sfunf*. ©0 fefeeft bn ber etoig regen, 

®er l^etlfam fd^offenben ©etoatt 1380 

S)ie latte 2;eufet§fauft entgegen, 

®ie fid^ oergebenS tiidtifd^ baKt 1 
2Ba§ anberg fud^e ju beginnen, 

®e3 ©;^ao8 munberlid^cr @oI)n 1 
anctii^iftoii^eted. SBir moCen mirllid) nnS befinnen ; 1385 

®ie nod^ftenmate mel^r babon ! 

®urft’ id^ toot(t bieSmat mtd^ entfernen? 
afauft. 3dt^ fe^e ntd^t, luaruiu bn frogft. 

Sd^ !^ctbe je^t btd^ lennen lernen ; 

SSefud^e nun ntid^, mie bn magft. 1390 

§ier ift ba§ genfter, l^ier bie Sl^iire, 

©in IRaud^fang ift bir aud^ gemi§. 
anc^biftiit>beies. ©efteti’ idfi’S nur ! ba^ id^ l^inausftjojicre, 
SSerbietet mir ein Heines $inberni§, 

®er ©rubenfufj auf enrer ©djmeHc. 139s 

atniift. S)aS 5 | 3 entagramma mad^t bir i)Sein? 

©i, fage mir, bn ©o^n ber .^bUe, 

SBenn baS bid^ bonnt, mie fomft bu benn l^cretn ? 

SBte marb ein fotd^cr @eift betrogen ? 

^efd^aut eS ced^t 1 eS ift nid^t gut gejogen ; 



Faust’s Study (2) 


103 


brutes and men — of that there is now no getting the 
better at all. How many have I buried already ! And 
a new, fresh blood is ever circulating. Things go on 
so — it is enough to make one mad. From the air, the 
water, as from the earth— in dryness, moisture, heat, 
cold — a thousand germs detach themselves. Had I 
not reserved flame, I should have nothing apart for 
myself. 

Faust. So, to the eternal motion — the beneficently crea- 
tive force — you oppose your cold deviFs fist, which 
clenches itself maliciously in vain ! Try, wondrous Son 
of Chaos, to begin something else ! 

Mephistopheles. We will really bethink ourselves; more 
of that next time ! Might I be permitted this time to 
retire ? 

F AUST. I see not why you ask. I have at present made 
your acquaintance ; call on mo now as you feel inclined. 
Here is the window, here the door ; you may also make 
certain of the chimney. 

Mephistopheles. I must confess it at once ; a small ob- 
stacle forbids that I should walk out — the wizard-foot 
on your threshold. 

Faust. The pentagram troubles you ? Why, tell me, you 
Son of Hell, if that confines you, how came you in ? 
How was such a spirit cozened 1 

Mephistopheles. Look at it well ! it is not rightly 
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1401-1429 


S)er einc SSStnfel, bcr ttod^ au^ctt ju, 1401 

Sft, Joie bu cin ttentg ojfen. 

2 )a§ l^ot ber 9 “* getroffen 1 
Uttb mein ©cfongncr mSrft benn bu ? 

®o§ ift non ungefa^r geluugen ! 140s 

®er 5 pubel merfte nid^tS, ate er '^creinge* 

f^jrungen, 

iDie @od^e pc!^t je^t auberS ou§ ; 

®et Xcufel faun nid^t auS bem $au0. 
afauft. 3 )od[j toaruni ge^ft bu nid^t burd^’S geufter? 
anct>9ifia))i)ei«d. ’§ ift ein ®efefe bcr 3 :eufel unb ®efpenfter: 
SBo fie Ijereingefd^Iiifift, ba miiffen fie l^inou§. 1411 

crftc ftetjt un§ frei, beim jtneitcn finb tnir S'ned^tc. 
3«uft. ®ie J^oUc felbft Iiat i^re 9 icd^te ? 

®ag finb’ id^ gut, ba lic^e fi^ ein fJSalt, 

Unb fidget lnoI;t, mit eu^, i^r $errcn, fd)Iic§en ? 1415 

a>ie^^tftat*i)e(ed. 2BaS mail nerfprid^t, bo§ foUft bu rein ge= 
nicgen, 

3)ir mirb banon uid;te abgejlnadtt. 

S)od^ bn§ ift uid)t fo furj ju faffcn, 

Unb inir befprcc^cu bn§ sundd^ft ; 

®od) fe^D bitt’ id^, Ijod^ unb ^bd^ft, 1420 

gur biefe§mat mid^ ju entlaffcn. 
afnuft. ©0 bleibe bod^ uod^ eineu SIugenbtidE, 

Um mir erft gutc SJtd^r ju fogcu. 

Sefet lafj mid; lo§! xi) fomme balb juriidE; 
Sanii mogft bu uad; Selieben fragen. 142s 

Sauft. tiabc bir nid^t nad^gefteOt, 

93 ift bu bod^ fetbft in§ ®arn gegangen. 

S 5 en Seufel ^alte, wer il^n pit! 

@r mirb i’^n nid^t fo balb jum jmeitenmale fangen. 
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drawn ; one angle — the one on the outside — is, as you 
see, a little open. 

Faust. That has chance well hit ! And you, then, should 
be my prisoner ? That has prospered by accident. 

Mephistopheles. The poodle noticed nothing as ho sprang 
in. The affair looks differently now ; the devil cannot 
get out. 

Faust. But why do not you go through the window ? 

Mephistopheles. It is a law of devils and phantoms : 
where they have slipped in, there must they out. The 
first is free to us ; as regards the second, we are slaves. 

Faust. Hell itself has its laws 1 I am glad of that. Then 
it would be possible to conclude a bargain, — and a bind- 
ing one, surely, — with you gentlemen ? 

Mephistopheles. What is promised, that shall you enjoy 
in its entirety ’ nothing of it will be pinched off from 
you. But that is not a matter for a few words, and we 
will discuss it the next time ; but at present, I beg you 
most earnestly to release me this once. 

Faust. Pray, wait yet a moment, to give me, first, some 
good intelligence. 

Mephistopheles. Let me go at present ! I shall soon 
come back : then you may question as you like. 

Faust. 1 have laid no traps for you; why, you have 
yourself gone into the net. Let him hold the devil who 
holds him ! He will not so soon catch him a second 
time. 
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1430-1460 


fsfitp^i^op^ties. SBenn bit’s bclicbt, fo bin id^ aud^ bereit, 
Sir jut ©efeUfd^oft l^icr ju bictben ; 1431 

Sod^ mit SSebingnife, bit bic 3 eit 
Surd^ nteine Sliinfie wurbig ju bertreiben. 
afaiift. 3 d^ frfy cS gern, boS ftd^t bit ftei; 

iJlur bo| bie Siinfi gefatlig fe^ I 143s 

aRe))biito4)beie8. ®u tDitfi, ntcin greuttb, filr beine ©innen 
3 n btcfet ©tunbc me^r geininnen, 

3 lte in be§ ©inerlei. 

SSBoS bit bie jorten ©eifter fingen, 

Sie fd^Cncn Silbet, bie fie bringen, 144° 

©inb nid^t ein leercS Saubetfpiel. 

Slud^ beitt ©erndi) With fid^ erge|en, 

Sonn hjirft bu beinen ©aumen lefeen, 

Unb bann entsiirft fid^ bein ©efiilfil. 

Sereituug braud^t eS nid^t Doran ; 144s 

Seifommen finb loir, fanget an ! 

©djtoinbet, iljr bunfelu 
SBotbungcn brobcn ! 
iReijenber fd^aue 

greunblid^ bet blau ms® 

9 iet:fier l^erein ! 

SBaren bie bunfeln 
SBoIfen jerronnen 
©ternelein fnnfetn, 

SWilbere ©onnen i4ss 

©d^einen borein. 

§immlifd^er ©bfine 
©eiftige ©d^one, 

©d^ttanlenbe SSeugung 

©d^toebet Dornber, 1460 
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Mephistopheles. If it pleases you, I also am ready to 
stay here to keep you company; but on condition of 
whiling away the time worthily for you by my arts. 


Faust. I shall like it ; that is allowed you, provided only 
that the art be agreeable. 


Mephistopheles. You will gain, my friend, more for 
your senses in this hour than in the monotony of a year. 
What the dainty spirits sing to you — the fair images 
which they bring — are not an empty play of magic. 
Your smell also will be regaled ; you will then gratify 
your palate ; and then your sense of touch will be 
ravished. Making ready beforehand is not needed ; wc 
are together — begin ! 


Spirits. ‘ Vanish, ye dark vaults above ! More charmingly 
let the blue ether look kindly in ! Would that the dark 
clouds were melted away ! Starlets sparkle,* softer suns 
shine in. Spiritual beauty of the heavenly sons, a 
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1461-1491 


©el^nenbc SZeigung 
golget Ijtniiber ; 

Uitb ber ©emanber 
glatternbc SBanber 

®e(fcn bte Sonbcr, 1465 

Seden bte Saube, 

2Bo fid^ fitrS Sebcn, 

2:icf in ©ebanfen, 

Siebenbe geben. 

Saitbc bet Saube ! 1470 

©^jroffenbe SRonfen ! 

Saftenbe Srottbe 
©titrj ttts SBepIter 
©rcingenber Sfefter, 

Sturjen itt Sftd^en 147s 

©d^ciumeitbe SBetne, 

Sliefetn burd^ retne, 

©ble ©efteine, 

2affett bte .^iiljeit 

Winter ftd^ Kegctt, 1480 

Sretten jtt @een 
@id^ unt§ ©eniigen 
©runenber ^itgel. 

Unb ba§ ©eflfigel 

©d^Iitrfet ftd^ S 33 onne, 1485 

glieget ber ©ottne, 
giteget ben l^etten 
Snfein entgegen, 

S)ie pd^ auf SBeCen 

©aufelnb betnegen ; 1490 

^0 loir in ©pren 
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swaying curve, floats by ; longing inclination follows 
over. And the fluttering ribbons of their garments cover 
the fields, cover the bower where lovers, deep in thought, 
give themselves for life. Bower on bower ! Sprouting 
tendrils ! The down-weighing cluster tumbles into the 
vat of the hard-squeezing press ; foaming wines tumble 
in streams, purl through pure precious stones, leave the 
heights lying behind them, broaden into lakes around 
the charm of green-growing hills. And the winged 
throng sips delight, flics to the sun, flics towards the 
bright isles which dancingly move on the waves ; where 
we hear shouters in choruses, sec dancers over the 
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1492-1520 


^anft 

Saud^jenbe pren, 

UeBer ben 8tuen 
Sanjenbe fd^ouen, 

®te fid^ tm greien 149s 

Side jerftreuen. 

©intge fUntnten 
UeBer bie § 61 ^en, 

Slnbere fd^toimmen 

UeBer bie ©een, 1500 

Slnbere fd^toeBen ; 

Side jum fieBen, 

Side jur 3 «tte 
SieBenber ©terne, 

©eliger J^ulb. 1505 

3nc)i4tft0t)9eic«. 6r fd^loft! ©0 red^t, i!^r luft’geK/ jortcn 

3ungen ! 

S^r ^aBt i^n treulic^ eingefungen I 
gitr bte§ ©oncert Bin ic^ in eurer ©d^ulb. 

®u Bift nod^ nid^t ber SRann, ben Seufel feftjul^olten ! 
Umgaulelt i'^n mit fil^en Sroumgeftalten ! 1510 

SJerjenlt i^n in ein SKecr beg SBol^ng I 
$od^ biefer ©d^mede ^luBer ju aeriijolten, 

S 3 ebarf id^ eincg IRnttenjol^ng. 

Slid^t lange Braud^’ id^ 5U Befc^tooren ; 

©(^on rajd^elt eine l^ier, unb toirb fogleid^ ntid^ l^oren. 1515 

®er §err ber 9 lotten unb ber SKoufe, 

S)er gliegen, 3 r 6 fd§e, SSanjen, Saufe, 

Sefiel^lt bir, bid^ lierborjutoogen 
Unb bieje ©d^wede ju Benagen, 

©0 inie er fie mit 0 el Betuf)ft — 


1520 
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meadows, who are all disporting in the open air. Some 
climb over the heights, others swim over the lakes, 
others are hovering — all towards life, all towards the 
farness of loving stars, of blissful grace. ^ 


Mephistophklms. He sleeps! Well done, ye airy, deli- 
cate youngsters ! Ye have fairly sung him to sleep. 
For this concert I am in your debt. Thou art not yet 
the man to hold fast the devil 1 Play around him with 
sweet dream-shapes, sink him in a sea of illusion 1 But 
to rive the spell of this threshold, I require a rat’s tooth, 
I need not conjure long : one is already rustling here, 
and will hear me directly. 


The lord of rats and mice, of flies, frogs, bugs, lice com- 
mands thee to venture forth, and to gnaw this threshold 
as soon as he touches it with oil: — there thou com’st 
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1521-1545 


S)a lontmft bu fd^ott l^ert)or9e:^u})ft I 

Slut fri(^ on8 2 Betl ! 5 )ie S<)t|e, bie ntid^ bonnte, 

@ie gauj uornen an bet Jlante. 

9 lod| einen SSig, fo ift’8 gefd^el^n I — 

Slun, gouftc, traume fort, btS loir unS loteberfe^n ! 1525 

(er)Ea(f;enb). S3in id§ benn nbermalS betrogen? 
i8erf(i§toinbet fo ber geiftcrreic^e ®rang, 

S)o6 mtr ein Sraunt ben Seufel Oorgelogen, 

Hub ba§ ein 5 | 3 ubel mir entffirang ? 

@tubtt)iinmeT. 

Saisft. 3 Ref»biftol)lieIeS. 

3«ttft. ®§ Itobft? herein! SBer toill mid^ mieber fjiftgen? 153° 
aneoiiiftolilictcd- ^d^ bin’s. 

.^erein ! 

a»»ni)iftoi»scie«. $u inugt eS breimni fogen. 

3 mi ft. herein benn! 

anenbiftat>t)<(et). @0 gefaUft bu mir. 

5 Bir werbeu, Ijoff’ i^, unS oertrogen I 
$enn bir bie ©riKen jn tierjogen, 

SBin icb, als ebler punter, bier, 153s 

3n rotbem, gotboerbromtem Sleibe, 

S)aS SJlanteldben bon ftorrer ©eibe, 

®ie ^oljnenfeber auf bem §ut, 
suit einem langen, fpiben ®egen, 

Unb ratbe nun bir, lurj unb gut, 1540 

®ergleidben gieidbfoIIS anjulegen, 

®amit bu, losgebuuben, frei, 

©rfobreft, too§ baS Sebeu fe^. 

3mif». gtt jebem Sleibe loetb’ idb loobi bie $ein 
®e8 engen ©rbetebenS fiiblen. iS4S 
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hopping forth already! Now quick to work! The 
point which confined me lies right in front, on the ledge. 
One bite more, and it is done. Now, Faust, dream on 
till we see each other again ! 

Faust {waking). Am I, then, once more deceived ? Does 
the spiritual throng vanish — so that a dream has fabled 
to me the devil, and [only] a poodle escaped me ? 


Faust. Mephistopiieles. 

Faust. A knock 1 Como in ! Who wants to plague mo 
again ? 

Mephistopiieles. It is I. 

Faust. Come in ! 

Mephistopiieles. You must say it thrice. 

Faust. Come in, then ! 

Mepuistopheles. Thus you please me. We shall, I hope, 
agree. For, to chase away your vapours, I am here as a 
young noble, in red gold-laced coat — the little mantle 
of stiff silk, the cock’s feather in the hat — with a long 
pointed sword ; and, to be brief, I advise you also to 
put on the like; so that, unrestrained, free, you may 
try what life is. 

Faust. In every dress, I dare say, I shall feel the torture 
of earth’s narrow life. I am too old merely to play, too 
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bin jtt aft, unt nur ju fptelen, 

3u jung, uin ol^nc SBunfdf) ju fcbn. 

SBa§ lonn bic SBett mtr wo^t gcwdl^ren ? 

©ntbe^rcn follft bn ! foUft eiitbe^ren ! 

!So§ ift ber ewige @efong, 155 ° 

®er jebeiu an bte Sl^reu llingt, 

S)en, unfcr gonjcl 2e6en Inng, 

Ung ^etfer jcbc ©tunbe fingt. 

Slur mit ®ntfe§en Jtiod^’ id^ SKorgenS auf, 

3(^ motfite bittre Si^ranctt tucincn, iss 5 

®en 3:ag ju ber tnir in feinem Souf 

(Siuen SBunfd) crfuHeii inirb, nid|t Sinen, 

!£er fetbft bic Sl^mtitg jeber Suft 
9Jlit eigenfinnigem Srittel miubert, 

®ie ©d^b^jfmtg niciner regen SSrnft 1560 

SKit tanfcnb SebenSfrn^cn ^inbcrt. 

Slud^ mug id;, Wenn bie Slad^t fi^ nieberfenit, 

2Ric^ dngftlid; auf ba§ Sager ftreden ; 

9 lud; ba loirb Iciuc 9ioft gcfc^cnlt, 

9)li^ wcrbcu loilbc Srdumc ftreden. 1565 

S3er @ott, ber niir ini S3ufcn h)oI;nt, 

SJann tief mein ^nnerfteS crregen ; 

®er uber often lueinen JJrdftcn tl^ront, 

@r lonn no^ onjsen ni^ts bclocgcn. 

Unb fo ift ntir ba§ ®ofe^n cine Soft, 1570 

.®er Sob ersounjd^t, baS Seben inir oer'^ofet. 
sDieiiftiftov^eicd. Unb bod; ift nie ber Sob ein ganj loift' 
fommnet ©aft. 

S«aft. 0 felig ber, bent er im ©iegeSglonje 
Sie blut’gen Sorbeern um bie ©d^tdfe toinbet. 

Sen er, nod^ rofd^ burd^rof’tent Sanjc, 


IS7S 
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young to be without d, wish. Say, what can the world 
afford mel Thou shalt do without! Thou shaft do 
without ! That is the eternal song which rings in every 
one’s ears, — which, our whole life long, every hour is 
singing hoarsely to us. With horror only I awake in the 
morning. I would fain weep bitter tears to see the day, 
which will not, in its course, fulfil for me one wish — 
not one ; which, with perverse carping, lessens even the 
anticipation of every pleasure, and cramps the creative 
work of my active breast with a thousand ugly realities. 
I must also, when night descends, stretch myself 
anxiously on my bed ; even there no rest is bestowed ; 
wild dreams will affright me. The god who dwells in 
my bosom and can deeply stir my inmost being, who 
reigns over all my energies, — he can effect nothing out- 
wardly. And thus is existence a burden, death desired, 
life to me detestable. 


Mkpiiistopiieles. And yet death is never a quite welcome 
guest. 


Faust. Oh, happy the man round whose temples, in the 
brightness of victory, he winds the bloody laurels, — 
whom, after the swiftly raged-through dance, he finds in 
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iS76-ifio6 


3n eines SWobd^en? Strmen ftnbetl 
0 Wfir’ id^ opt beS @£ifte§ ^oft 
gntsudt, entfeelt ba^in gefunfen ! 
a«n»oif*oooeie8- Unb bod^ l)ot jemonb einen braunen ©oft 
3n jener Stocbt nii^t ausgetrunfen. 158° 

gtf itft. S)o§ ©fjionircn, fd^eint’S, ift beinc Soft. 
a»e»i^ifto})0«ic8. Mtptffenb bin td^ nid^t; bod^ Oiel ift mir 
betpufet. 

g«aft. SBenn au§ bem fdbredlid^en ©etpit^le 
6in fu^ betannter Son mid^ jog, 

®en 9left non finbtic^em ©efil^te 1585 

9Kit Stntlong fro^er Beit betrog ; 

©0 ftu^’ idb oHem, loa§ bie ©eele 
9Kit Sod* mtb ©outelwert untffjonnt, 

Unb fie in bicfe ilrauerfio^Ie 

SDlit aSlenb* unb ©c^mcidbelfroften bannt ! 1590 

SSerffud^t oorau§ bie ^ol^e 2Reinung, 
iSotttit bet @eift fid^ felbft umfcingt I 
58erftucf)t bo§ SBlenben bet ©rfd^einung, 

S)ic fid^ on unfre ©innc briingt 1 

Serflucfit, ttJoS nn§ in Srounten l^end^ett, 1595 

®e§ 9tu^m§, bet iilamenSbauer Srug 1 
ajerftudfit, toa§ at§ SBefi^ un§ f^meid^elt, 

Stt? SBeib unb Sfinb, otS Slnec^t unb ipflug 1 
SSerfluc^t fe^ 9Romnton, toenn mit ©d^ci|ett 
®r un§ ju liiljnen 3:f|“ten regt, 1600 

SEBenn er jn niu^igent ©rge^en 
!Sie ipolfter un8 jured^te legt I 
5tu(^ fe^ bent SSoIfontfoft bet Srouben ! 
ifluc^ jener l^bd^ften SiebeS^uIb ! 
glud^ fe^ bet ^offnung 1 gtnd^ bem ©lottben, 

Unb glnd^ bor oUen bet ©ebulb 1 


1605 
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a maiden’s arms! Oh that I had sunk away, enrapt, 
exanimate, before the lofty Spirit’s might ! 


Mepiiistopheles. And yet a certain person did not drink 
a brown juice on that night. 


Faust. Playing the spy, it seems, is your pleasure. 

Mephistopheles. I am not omniscient; yet much is 
known to me. 

Faust. Since a sweetly familiar tone drew me out of the 
terrible tumult, and beguiled the remnant of childlike 
feeling with the echo of a happier time, — therefore I 
curse all that surrounds the soul with charm and jugglery, 
and confines it in this den of wretchedness with dazzling 
and flattering forces. Accursed, first, the lofty opinion 
with which the spirit surrounds itself ! Accursed, the 
dazzle of appearance which intrudes upon our senses 1 
Accursed, what feigns to us in dreams, — the cheat of 
glory, of lasting name 1 Accursed, what flatters us as 
possession, as wife and child, as servant and plough ! 
Accursed be Mammon, when he incites us with treasures 
to bold deeds, when he adjusts our cushions for indolent 
delight ! A curse be on the balsam-juice of the grape 1 
A curse on that highest favour of love ! A curse be on 
hope ! A curse on faith 1 And, above all, a curse on 
patience ! 
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1607-1635 


ateiftetiQov (un|l(||tiar). 

2Be^! we^l 
2)u l^aft fie jerftiJrt, 

$ie f(^6ne iBelt, 

2Ktt mad^ttgcr Soiift ; 1610 

@te fturjt, fie $etfoIIt 1 
©in |>at6gott ^at fie jcrf^tngen ! 

SBir tragen 

S)ie iJrummern in§ SRid^tS |inu6er, 

Unb !tagen 1615 

Ueber bie neriorne ©d^one, 

9Rad^ tiger 
5)et ©rbenfii^nc, 
iProd^tiger 

Soue fie wieber, 1620 

beinent tBufen bone fie auf ! 

3leuen SebenMauf 
Seginne, 

3Rit ^^effeiit ©inne, 

Unb nene 2ieber 1625 

Sbnen boranf I 
9«c<ietfto<»^eic8. ®ie3 finb bie Meinen 
SSon ben SKeinen. 

^ore, h)ie jn Snft nnb Si^otcn 

SUtftng fie rotfien ! 1630 

3n bie SBelt njeit, 

2ln§ ber @infam!cit, 

SSo ©inne nnb ©ofte ftodien, 

SlBotten fie bi^ toden. 

§0r’ auf mit beinem @rom su fpielen, 163s 



Faust’s Study ( 2 ) 119 


Clmm of Spirits {invisible), 

* Woe, woe ! Thou hast destroyed it, the fair world, 
with mighty hand ; it is precipitated, it falls to pieces ! 
A demigod has shattered it ! We bear away the frag- 
ments into nothingness, and lament over the lost love- 
liness. Mighty one of the sons of earth, build it more 
splendidly again — build it up in thy bosom ! Begin a 
new course of life with clear sense, and thereupon new 
songs will sound ! ’ 


Mephistophelks. These are the little ones of my train. 
Hark, how precociously they counsel to pleasure and 
action ! They wish to lure you into the wide world, out 
of the solitude where senses and juices stagnate. 


Cease to toy with your grief, which, like a vulture. 
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1636-1664 


®et, tpie ein @eier, bir om Seben fri^t 1 
®ie fc^led^tefte ©efeCfti^oft lafet bi^ fii^len, 

S)ofe bu ein SKenfd^ mit SKen^d^en bift. 
fo ift’S genieint, 

!5)id^ imter bo8 ipadf ju fto^en. 1640 

3id^ bin leiner bon ben ©rogen ; 

®oci^ toiUft bn, niit ntir bereint, 

Seine ©d^ritte bnrd§’§ Seben ne^men, 

©0 Win id^ ntid^ gern bequemen, 

Sein jn feqn, auf bet ©telle. 1645 

3 d^ bin bein ©efeUe, 

Unb, mad^’ id^ bit’s re(|t, 

SBin id^ bein Siener, bin bein St’ned^t ! 

amift. Unb woS foil id^ bogegen bir etffiHen? 
ancfifiifiDttqeies. Sajn l^aft bu nod^ eine lange Stiff. 1650 
Sauft. SRein, nein 1 bet Seufel iff ein @goift 
Unb tl^ut ni^t leid^t urn @otte§ Witten, 

SBaS cineni onbern nii^Iid^ iff. 

©prid^ bie Sebingung beutlid^ ouS I 
(Sin fold^et Sienet btingt ©efolir inS ^auS. 1655 

Sd^ Witt ntid^ !^ier ju beinem Sienft ber= 

binben, 

9 luf beinen SBinf nid^t raften unb nid^t ru!^n ; 

SBJenn wit unS btiiben wieber finben, 

©0 fottft bn mit ba§ ©teid^e t^un. 

Smift. SoS Sriiben fonn mid^ wcnig fummetn • 1660 

©d^Iagft bu erft biefe SBelt ju Sriimmetn, 

Sie onbre mag bornad^ entfte^u. 

SluS biefet ©rbe quitteu meiue Steuben, 

Unb biefe ©nnni. fd^einet meinen Seiben 
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feeds upon your life ! The worst company will make 
you feel that you are a man with men. Still it is not 
meant to thrust you among the rabble. I am not one 
of the great ; but if, united with me, you will take your 
steps through life, I will readily accommodate myself to 
be yours upon the spot. I am your companion, and, if 
I suit you, I am your servant, am your slave ! 

Faust. And what am I to do for you in return 

Mephistopheles. You have still a long day of grace for 
that. 


Faust. No, no ! The devil is an egoist, and scarcely does 
for love what is useful to another. Speak out the con- 
dition plainly ! Such a servant brings danger into the 
house. 


Mepiiistopheles. I will bind myself to your service 
here , — at your beck not to rest, and not to repose. 
When we meet again on the other .s^Vfe, you shall do the 
like for mo. 


Faust. The other side can little trouble me. If you will 
first knock this world to pieces, the other may arise 
afterwards. From this earth well my joys, and this 
sun shines upon my sufferings. If I can once sever 
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1665-1695 


®atttt mt(^i erft Don i^nen fd^eibcn, 1665 

2)onn ntag, tuaS h»ill unb fann, 

®abon tttff id^ nid^ts toeiter l^dren, 

OB man oud^ fiinftig unb KeBt, 

Uttb oB e§ oud^ in jenen ©p'^aren 
@in OBen obcr Unten gicBt. 1670 

SDicfiOifio^beics. btcfem ©tune fonnft bu’§ toagen. 
SScrBtnbe bid^ ! bu fottft, in btefen 2 agen, 

3 Kit Steuben meine S!unfte fe^^n. 

2 d^ geBe bit, tt)a§ nod) fein a)lenj($ ge^el^n. 

Smtf*. SBaS toiHft bu atmet Seufel geBen ? 1675 

SBatb eine§ 9 )lenfd^en @eift, in jeinem l^o^en ©treBen, 

SSon beine§ ©leid^en je gefagt? 

®od^ ]^aft bu ©petfe, bie nid^t fiittigt, !^oft 
®u toi^eS ®oIb, bo§ o^ne SRaft, 

OuedfilBet gteid^, bit in bet §anb jettinnt, 1680 

@in ©Biel, Bei bem man nie geminnt, 

6in SKcibci^en, ba§ an meinet 93 tuft 

SRit ^ugeln fd^on bem 9 ?ad^Bat fid^ betBinbet, 

Set (Stire jc|i 8 ne ©ottetluft, 

Sie, mie ein SRetcot, betfd^lbinbet. 1685 

3 etg’ mit bie Srud^t, bie fault, e!^ man fie Btid^t, 

Unb SBiinme, bie fid) taglid^ neu Begtiinen I 
9ne|»i)<ft0))bcies. Sin fold)er 3 lnfttag fd^tedt mid^ nid)t, 

SJlit fol^en ©d^ci^en lann id^ bienen. 

Sod^, gutet Steunb, bie 3eit lommt aud^ ^etan, 1690 

S!8o mit ma§ @ut§ in 9 iul^e fd^maufen mCgen. 
jfnnft. SBetb’ id^ Beru'^igt je mid^ auf ein gaulBett legen, 

©D fet) eg gleid^ um mid^ get^an ! 

SJannft bit mid^ fdbmeid^elnb je Beliigen, 

So§ id^ mir felBft gefattcn mog, 169s 
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myself from them, what will and can may then come to 
pass. I will hear nothing more about it — whether, in 
the future also, there is hating and loving, and whether, 
in those spheres also, there is an above or below. 

Mephistopheles. In this sense, you may venture it. 
Bind yourself ; and, during these days, you shall sec my 
arts with joy j I will give you what no man yet has 
seen. 

Faust. What, poor devil, wilt thou give ? Was ever 
man’s spirit in its high endeavour conceived by the like 
of thee ? True, thou hast food that satisfies not ; thou 
hast red gold that, restless, like quick-silver, melts away 
in one’s hand ; a game at which one never wins ; a girl 
who, on my breast, allies herself already with her eyes 
to my neighbour ; the fair, godlike joy of honour, that 
vanishes like a meteor ! — Show me the fruit that rots 
before one plucks it, and trees that daily grow green 
anew ! 


Mephistopheles. Such a commission scares me not ; I can 
provide such treasures. But, good friend, the time also 
draws near when we may like to feast on something good 
in peace. 


Faust. If ever I shall lie down composedly on a couch of 
idleness, be there at once an end of me ! If thou canst 
ever flatteringly delude me so that I may be pleased 
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1696-1793 


gannft bu mid^ mit @cttu| betriigen : 

3)oS fe^ fiir ntid^ ber Icfete JEag ! 

®te SBette biet’ td^ ! 

Souft. Unb ©d^tog ouf ©d^Iag ! 

3 Bcrb’ ic^ junt Slugenblidte fogen : 

SSerlDCtle bod^ 1 bu bift fo fd^bn ! 1700 

®ann magft bu mtd^ in geffelu fd^Iugcn, 

®ottn tuilt td^ gcrn ju ©runbc gel^n ! 

®ann niag btc ^obtenglodfe fc^oQen, 

®auu bift bu beine§ ®ienfte§ ftei, 

Sic U^r mag ftel^n, ber Beiges fottcu, 170s 

@§ fe^ bic Beit fur mid^ Uorbei I 
3»c»>iitfto«»t(eie8. Sebeul’ c§ woi^ll toir Werben’S nid^t 
uergeffen. 

jfattft. Saju l^aft bu ein botteS 9 ted^t. 

Sfd^ !^abc mid^ nid^t frebcutlid^ bermeffen ; 

SBie id^ bel^arre, bin id^ S^ned^t, 1710 

Ob bein, tba§ frag’ id^, ober meffen. 
g»e<>b»fti>b!^eie0. tbcrbc ^eute gleid^, beim Soctorfd^mauS, 
Sits Sicuer, mcine ^Pftid^t erfiitten. 

Slur einS 1 — Um £cbcnS bber ©terbenS tbillen 
SBitt’ id^ mir ein paar Bciten auS. 171s 

gnuft. 9 lud^ maS ©efd^riebneS forberft bu, i^ebant? 

§aft bu uod^ leinen SJlanu, nid^t 9 Jlannc§lbort getonnt? 
Sft’S nid^t genug, bafe mein gcffjrod^ucS SBort 
Sluf elbig foil mit meiuen Sagen fd^atten ? 

SRaf’t nid^t bie SBelt in alien ©trbmen fort, 1720 

Unb mi^ foil ein SSerffjred^eu l^otten? 

Sod^ biefer SBa^u ift uus inS ^erj getegt 
2 Ber mag fidb gern babon befreicn ? 
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with myself, if thou canst cheat mo with enjoyment, be 
that for me the last day ! I offer the wager. 

Mephistopheles. Done 1 

Faust. And my hand upon it! If I shall say to the 
passing moment : ‘ Ah, stay, thou art so fair 1 ’ then 
mayst thou lay me in irons ; then will I readily perish ! 
Then may the death-bell sound, then thou art free from 
thy service; the clock may stop, the index-hand fall; 
for me let time be over 1 

Mephistopheles. Consider it well ; we shall not forget it. 

Faust. To that thou hast full right. I have not wantonly 
presumed. As I stand, I am a slave — what care I 
whether thine or whose 1 

Mephistopheles. This very day, at the Doctor’s feast, 
I shall perform my duty as servant. Only one thing : — 
on account of [the uncertainty of] life or death, I must 
trouble you for a line or two. 

Faust. Pedant, dost thou require something written also ? 
Hast thou known neither man nor man’s word ? Is it not 
enough that my spoken word shall dispose of my days 
for ever 1 Does not the world rave on in all its currents, 
and is a promise to hold me ? Yet this delusion is 
placed in our hearts — who would willingly free himself 
from it ? Happy he who bears truth pure in his bosom ; 
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1724-1754 


iBegliidt, iucr Xreue rein int Sufen trfigt, 

Setn D^jfer tnirb iijn je gereuen I 1725 

SlCctn etn ipcrgamcnt, fiefd^ricben unb Bepragt, 

Sit etn ©ef^jenft, tjor bem fici^ oUe fd^euen. 

®o§ SSort erftirbt fci^on in ber Scber, 

Sic ^crrfd^aft fiil^ren SEBnd)^ unb Seber. 

SBog luillft bu, bbfcr @cift, Uon ntir ? 1730 

(Srj, ajiarmor, '^Scrgantcnt, Ropier ? 

©ott id^ mil ©rtffel, SJZei^cI, gcber fd^rciben ? 

Sd) gcbe jebe SSJal^I bir frei. 

2 Bie utagft bu bcine Stebnerei 

aiur gleid^ fo Ijil^ig iibertrciben ? 1735 

Sfi bod^ ein jebe§ a 3 Wttd)en gttt. 

Su unterjeid^nej’t bid^ mit einem Sropfd^en SSIut. 

Snnft. SBenn bicS bir nOHig (S’nuge l^ut, 

@0 ntog e§ bei ber Srofec bteiben. 

50 ie»>^iftoubcic 8 . SSIut ift ein gang befonbrer ©aft. 174° 
3 oil ft. atur Icine Surest, bo^ i(§ bic§ SBflnbni^ brc^c I 
Sa§ ©treben ntcincr ganjen Sfraft 
Sft grabe ba§, toaS id^ Uerfftred^e. 

'^abe utid; ju Ijodf geblci^t ; 

3n beinen Slang ge^br’ id^ nur. 174s 

Scr gro^c @eift I)at mid) uerfd^ma’^t, 

®or mir tierfd^Iiefjt fid^ bie Slatur. 

Se§ SenlenS gaben ift jerriffen ; 

Sblir efelt tange uor atlem SBiffen. 

Sa^ in ben Siefen ber ©innlid^feit 175 ° 

UnS glii^enbe 2eibenfd^often ftiHen ! 

Sn unburd^brungnen SauberpCcn 
©e^ iebe» SBunber gtei(^ bereit 1 
©tiirjen mir unS in baS Slaufd^en ber 3^1, 
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no sacrifice will ever make him repent ! But a parch- 
ment, written and stamped, is a spectre which all shrink 
from. The word dies away already in the pen; wax 
and leather hold the mastery ! What wilt thou, Evil 
Si^irit, of me ? — brass, marble, parchment, paper ? Shall 
I write with graver, chisel, pen ? I give thee each 
option freely. 


Mepiiistopheles. How can you fortliwith overdrive your 
rlietoric so hotly ? Surely any sort of leaflet will do. 
You will subscribe your name with a little drop of blood. 


Faust. If this will fully satisfy you, it may stand part of 
the farce. 


Mepiiistopheles. Blood is quite a peculiar juice. 


Faust. Only no fear that I shall break this compact ! 
The endeavour of my whole strength is precisely what 
I promise. I have inflated myself too highly ; I belong 
to your grade only. The great Spirit has spurned mo ; 
Nature shuts herself against me. The thread of thought 
is snapped. I have long been disgusted with all know- 
ledge. Let us allay our glowing passions in the depths 
of sensuality ! In impervious veils of magic, be every 
marvel forthwith ready ! Let us cast ourselves into the 
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3 it§ fRoUctt her SSegeBeni^eit 1 1755 

®a mog benn ©d^nterj unb Ocnitls, 

©clingen unb SSerbru^ 

SOlit etnanber wed^feln, Wie e§ faun ; 

9Jur rofttoS bet^atigt fii^ ber SWonn. 

a»e>oifti>u^eic«- Gud^ ift fetn SKajs unb 3 irf flclcfet* 176° 

S3eKebt’§ eud^ uberoIC ju nofd^cn, 

3m glicl)eu ettoaS gu cr’^af($en, 

Selomnt’ eud^ U)oI)t, U)a§ cu(^ erge|t. 

Slur grcift mir ju, unb fel)b nid^t blobe 1 
afnuft. ®u ’^oreft fa, ton greub’ ift nid^t bie 9 icbe. 1765 
®em ®oumeI tuci^’ td^ ntid^, bem fd^merslid^ften ®enu§, 
aSerUeBtem erquicfenbem SSerbrufe. 

3 Kcin Sufen, ber uom SBiffenSbrang ge!^eitt ift, 

. ©oil teiueu ©d^merjen fiinftig fid^ uerfd^Iiefeen, 

Unb nja§ ber ganjen SJlenfd^^eit juget^eilt ift, 1770 

aEBiU id^ in meinem innern ©etbft genie^en, 

SPtit meinem @eift bo§ §o(^ft’ unb ®ieffte greifen, 

S8ot)I unb 2Be^ onf raeinen 58 ufen l^aufen, 

Unb fo mein eigen ©elbft ju i^rem ©elbft erweitcrn, 

Unb, mie fie fetbft, am Gnb’ aud^ id^ Serfd^eitern. 177s 
aneu^iftou^eies. D glaitbe mir, ber mondCje toufenb Qa^rc 
2 In biefer fiarteu ©^leife font, 

®a^ non ber SBiegc bi§ gnr Sol^re 

S?ein 9Kenfd& ben often ©auerteig nerbaut 1 

@tonb’ nnfer cinem, biefeS ©anje 1780 

3ft nnr fiir cinen @ott gemad^t I 

@r finbet fid^ in eincm em’gen ©lanje, 

UnS l^ot er in bie f5infterni§ gebrad^t, 

Unb eu^ taugt einjig ®ag unb 9ta(^t. 

Snuft. aiCciu id^ mitt 1 1785 
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rushing of time, into the rolling of accident ! There, 
pain and pleasure, success and vexation, may then 
alternate with each other as best they can ! Only 
when unresting does man prove himself. 

Mkphistopheles. No measure, or bound, is assigned to 
you. If you like to steal sweets everywhere, to snatch 
at anything as you fly by, much good may what pleases 
you do you ! Only fall to, and don’t be coy. 

Faust. You hear — don’t you ? — the question is not of 
pleasure. I devote myself to the whirl of passion, to 
the most poignant enjoyment, to enamoured hate, to 
animating vexation. My bosom, which is cured of the 
impulse to know, shall henceforth close itself against 
no pangs ; and that which is allotted to all mankind 
will I enjoy in my inner self. I will grasp with my 
spirit the highest and deepest; heap upon my bosom 
their weal and woe, and thus dilate my own individuality 
to theirs; and, in the end, like themselves, I also will 
]>e wrecked. 

Mephistopheles. Oh believe me, who many thousand 
years have been chewing on this hard food, that, from 
the cradle to the bier, no human being digests the old 
leaven ! Believe one of us, this Whole is only made 
for a God ! He exists in an eternal brightness ; us he 
has brought into darkness ; and for you, day and night 
only are proper. 

Faust. But I am resolved. 

I 
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1786-1815 


®a§ Ifi&t fi(^ l^Sren! 

®o(^ nur i)or ©iitem ift mir bang ; 

3 )te 3 eit ift furj, bic SJunfl ift long. 

bod^t’, i^r lieget eud^ belel^ren. 
atffociirt cud^ mit cinem ifJoetcn, 

2a§t ben §ertn in ©ebanten f^tneifen, 1790 

Unb otte eblen Onalitatcn 
2 luf euetn (g^renfd^eitel pufen, 

®eS Soinen SRut^, 

®e§ ^itfd^eS @d^nellig!eit, 

®e§ Stationers feurig SStut, 1795 

S 5 eS 5 Jlorben§ ®au’r 6 ar!eit. 

2 o§t il^n eud^ boS ©el^eimnife finben. 

©ro^mut^ unb 3 lrglift ju tierbinben, 

Unb eud^, mit toarmen Sugcnbtrieben, 

9 Za(^i einem ^tane ju toerlieben. 1800 

SKbd^tc fetbft fot(§ einen $erren fennen, 

SBiirb’ i^tt §errn SJlitrofoSmuS nennen. 

SaMft. 28 oS bin id^ benn, menn eS nid^t mbgtid^ ift, 

®er 9 )lenfd^!^eit ^rone ju crringen, 

'Jioct) bcr fid^ otte ©innc bringen ? 1805 

sDteUbiftoti^eied. ®u bift om ©nbe — ttJoS bu bift. 

@e^’ bir iperriidten auf bon SDiiHionen 2 DdEen, 

©e^’ beinen auf etlen^ol^e ©odten, 

S)u bleibft bod^ immer, tuaS bu bift. 

Sdttft. S<^ bcrgebenS l^ab’ id^ otte ©d^a^e tsio 

®e§ SWenfc^eugeiftS ouf mid^ l^erbeigerafft, 

Unb itJenn id^ mid^ om ©nbe nieberfefec, 

Ouittt innerlid^ bod^ leinc neue ®raft; 

S(|| bin nid^t urn ein ^oar breit pi^er, 

93 in bem Unenblid^en nid^t niil^er. 1815 
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Mephistopheles. There ’s something in that ! But I am 
only anxious for one thing ; — time is short, art is long. 
I should think you would listen to reason. Associate 
yourself with a poet ; let the gentleman sweep in 
thought, and heap all noble qualities on your honoured 
crown, — the lion’s courage, the stag’s swiftness, the 
Italian’s fiery blood, the steadfastness of the North ! 
Let him find out for you the secret of combining 
magnanimity with craft, and of your being in love, 
with the warm impulses of youth, after a set plan ! I 
myself should like to know such a gentleman ; I would 
call him Mr. Microcosm. 


Faust. What, then, am I, if it is not possible to wrest 
the croAvn of humanity which all the senses are pressing 
after ? 


Mephistopheles. You are in the end — what you arc. 
Put on wigs of million curls, set your foot upon ell-high 
socks, yet you remain ever what you arc. 


Faust. I feel it; in vain have I swept together upon 
myself all the treasures of man’s spirit ; and when, at 
the end, I sit down, still no new strength wells up 
within : I am not higher by a hair’s-breadth, am not 
nearer to the Infinite. 
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^auft 


1816-1845 


SJZeiit giiter ^err, i^r fcl^t i)ie ©advert, 

S 5 Bie nton bie ©adjen eben fie^t ; 

SBir ntiiffen ba§ gcfd^eibter maiden, 
un§ be§ Sebcn§ greube 

SC 3 a 8 ^enfer ! frcilid^ ^tinb’ unb gufee 1820 

Unb unb § , bie finb bein ! 

$oc^ alleS, H)a§ id^ frifd^ genie^e, 

:gft bo§ brum mentger mein ? 

SBenn i(^ fec^§ ^engftc ga’^Ien faun, 

@inb i'^re Strafte nid^t bie meine ? 1825 

Sid^ renne ju unb bin ein red^ter 2Konn, 

3ti8 ^att’ ic^ nietunbjmanjig Seine. 

®rum ftifd^ I Safe atle§ ©inncn fefen, 

Unb grab’ mit in bie SSett feinein ! 

3(fe fog’ e§ bir : ein Slerl, ber f^jecuftrt, 1830 

3ft Juie ein iJfeier, auf biirrer $eibe 

Son einem bbfen ®eift im ®rei§ feerum gefufert, 

Unb rings umfeer tiegt fd^bne griine SBeibe. 

Sauft. SBie fangen mir boS an V 
aue^^ifio^^eied. SBir gefeen eben fort. 

SBaS ift baS fiir ein SDlorterort ? 1835 

SBaS feeifet boS fur ein Seben filferen, 

©idE) unb bie SungenS ennufeiren ? 

Sofe bn baS bem §errn 9?adfebor SBanft I 

SBaS miHft bn bidfe boS ©trofe ju breftfeen ^jlogen ? 

®oS Sefte, moS bn miffen fonnft, 1840 

3)arfft bn ben Suben bodfe nid^t fagen. 

©leidfe pr’ tcfe einen auf bem @onge ! 

Sattft. SJlir ift’S nidfet mbgtid^ ifen 5U fefen. 
aRr)>9ifta^^eied. S)er orme ^nabe toartet tonge, 

®er barf ni(fet ungetrbftet gefen. 


1845 
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Mephistopheles. My good sir, you see things precisely 
as things are seen ; we must manage that more sensibly, 
before the joy of life flics from us. What the deuce ! 

surely hands and feet, and head and b m, they are 

yours ; but everything which I enjoy with zest, is that 
therefore the less mine ? If I can 2)ay for six stallions, 
are not their powers mine % I course along, and am a 
proper man, as if I had four and twenty legs. Then 
(piick ! leave all reflection alone, and straight away with 
me into the world ! I tell you, a fellow who speculates 
is like a brute driven round in a circle on a barren heath 
by an evil spirit, and everywhere about lies fair green 
pasture. 


Faust. How shall we set about it 1 


Mephistopheles. Wc will just V>e off. A\'hat sort of 
torture-place is this ? What sort of life to lead do you 
call this — wearying oneself and the youngsters 'I Leave 
you that to your neighbour, Mr. Paunch ! Why will 
you plague yourself to thresh straw ] Why, the best 
you can know, you dare not tell the lads ! I hear one 
just now in the passage. 


Faust. It is not possible for me to sec him. 
Mephistopheles. The poor lad is long a-waiting; he 
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1846-1872 


SJoinm, giel) ntir bctnen StodE unb SUlii^c ; 

®te aJlaSte inu§ mir pe^tt. 

(@r fleibet ftc^ um.) 

9litn ttfierlap e§ tneinem S58i|c ! 

braud^e nur ein SBiertelpunbc^en 3ctt ; 

Snbcffen mad^e bid^ gur fd^onen Sa^rt bereit 1 1850 

aB.) 

S8tct>I)iftii|ii^cIcS (in SnuP3 langcm jticibc). 

SSeroc^te nur SBernunft unb SBiffcn^d^oft, 

S5e§ SKenfc^en uHer^d^fte S'raft, 

Sop nur in S81enb« unb Sflu^eriocrlen 
S5t(§ non bent Sitgengetp beporfen, 

@0 pob’ i(p bicp fd^on uttbebingt — 1855 

3lpin pot bo 3 ©cpirffol einen @eip gcgebcn, 

Ser ungebonbigt intnier nortoortS bringt, 

Unb beffeu ubcreiltcS ©treben 
2)er @rbe greuben uber)pringt. 

S)en fd^tepp’ icp burcp bo 3 h)ilbc Sebcn, i86o 

®urd^ Pocpe Unbebeutenpcit ; 

(£r foil mir joppeln, porren, fleben, 

Unb feiner UnerfatUi(p!eit 

©ott ©peif’ unb lEronf nor gicr’gen Sippen fdpnjeben; 

(Sr tnirb (SrquidEnng pdp untfonp erpepn ; 1865 

Unb piitt’ er pdp oucp nidpt bem Ueufel iibergcben, 

(Sr miipte bodp ju (SJrunbe gepn ! 

( ®in ©c^iiter tritt aiif. ) 

Sd^uict. Sdp bin ollpier erp furje 3ett, 

Unb lomme, noH (Srgebenpeit, 

©inen SJlonn ju fpredpen unb 5U Jennen, 1870 

®en oQe mir mit ©prfurdpt nenncn. 
anctt^iftottnetes. @ure ^oflidpJeit erfreut midp fepr 1 
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must not go uncomforted. Como, give me your gown 
and cap ; the disguise must suit me famously. 

{^He changes his dress . ) 

Now leave it to my wit 1 I only want a quarter of an 
hour’s time \ meanwhile make yourself ready for the 
fine trip. 

{Exit Faust.) 


Mepiilstopheles {in Faust’s gown). Only despise reason 
and knowledge, the highest strength of man ; only per- 
mit thyself to be confirmed in delusion and magic by the 
Spirit of Lies ; and then I have thee unconditionally ! 
Fate has given him a spirit which, unrestrained, is ever 
pressing forward, and whose over hasty endeavour o’er- 
leaps the joys of earth. Him will I drag through wild 
living, through fiat triviality \ he shall sprawl, stand 
amazed, stick fast \ and for his insatialdeness, food and 
drink shall hover before his craving lips ; he shall pray 
for refreshment in vain ; and even had he not given 
himself over to the devil, he would still be lost. 

{A Student enters.) 


Student. I have been here but a short time, and come, 
full of devotion, to speak Avith, and to know, a man 
whom all name to mo with reverence. 


Mephistopheles. Your politeness gratifies me much. You 
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1873-1903 


fel^t eincn 2Jlann, wie anbrc ine^r. 

$abt t^r eud^ fonft f^on umget^an ? 

bitt’ ei 4 , ne^int eudl) meiner an I 1875 

Sd^ fomme niit aHem guten 
Sctbltd^cnt @elb unb frifc^em Slut ; 

2) ?cine aKutter woHte mid^ fount entfernen ; 

SOtod^te gern luo^ Sied^tS ^ierouljen lernen. 

®a jel)b i^r cben red^t om Drt. isso 

21 ufrt(|ttg, mbd^te fc^on Utieber fort: 

Sin btefen SOlauern, biefen pollen 
SStH e§ ntir feineSttiegS gef alien, 
ift ein gar bcfd^ranftcr 9 iouin, 

9 Kan fie^t nid^ts ®runc§, feinen Soum, tsss 

Unb in ben Salen, onf ben Sanfen, 

Serge'll mir .ftbren, @ef)n unb ®enfen. 
aRe)i^ift0t*i)ci«$. ®a§ fommt nur onf @e>nof|nl)eit on. 

@0 nintmt ein Sinb ber SKutter Srnft 

9 tic^t gleic^ int Slnfong toillig an, 1890 

®oc^ balb erna^rt e§ fic^ mit Suft. 

@0 loirb’^ euc^ on ber SBeiS^eit Sriiften 
9 )lit jebent Xoge ntcbr geluftcn. ^ ^ . 

2 ln ilirent §ate tuill id^ fnit greuben ^ongen ; 

®od^ fogt ntir nur, mie fonn id^ liingclangen ? 1895 

anct)4iftai>9c(ed. Srflort eud^, el) ifir toeiter ge^t, 

2 Ba§ ttto^lt i^r fiir cine fjacnltot ? 

Si^iitev. Wiinfd^te re^t gele^rt ju Uterben, 

Unb moc^te gern, toaS onf ber (Srben 

Unb in bent §imntel ift, crfoffen, 19°= 

3 ) ie SBiffenf^aft unb bie 9 iotur. 
ane)>)itfta^neied. i 5 )a feijb il^r auf ber red^ten ©fjur; 

3 )dc^ magt i^r cud) nic^t serftreucn loffen. 
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see a man, like many others; have you yet inquired 
elsewhere ? 

Student. I pray you, interest yourself for me ! I come 
with every good disposition, tolerable means, and good 
spirits ; my mother could hardly ]>e brought to part 
with me ; I would fain learn out here something worth 
knowing. 

MErmsTOPHELES. Here you are at the very place. 

Student. Frankly, I should like to be off again already : 
these w’alls, these halls, are by no means to my taste. 
It is a very confined space ; nothing green, no tree is 
to be seen* and in the lecture-rooms, on the l}enchcs, 
hearing, sight, and thinking fail me. 

Mephistopiieles. That only depends on habit. So, at 
first, a child does not tfike kindly to the mother’s 
breast ; yet soon it nourishes itself with pleasure. So, 
with each day, will you take more pleasure at the 
breasts of wisdom. , 

Student. I will h«ang with joy on her neck; tell me, 
however, how I can get there. 

Mephtstopheles. Explain before you go further, what 
faculty you choose. 

Student. I should wish to be profoundly learned, and 
comprehend what is upon earth and in heaven — science 
and nature. 

Mephi8topheles. There you are on the right track ; you 
must not, however, alloAv yourself to be diverted. 
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^Of&Uv. bin bobei mit ©eet’ unb Seib ; 

freilid^ hjiirbe mir bei^ogen 1905 

Ein toenig fjrei^eit unb Seitnertreib 
2 In fd^Sncn Sommerfeiertagcn. 

aue|)Qiftaj>i)c(cd. ©ebmuc^t bet 3 cit '• fic ge^t fo fd^neH toon 
I)innen ; 

®od) Drbnung le^rt eud^ 3 eit gettoinnen. 

9Ketn t:^curer greunb, id^ rot^’ eudf) brunt 1910 

3 uerf’t Collegium logicum. 

S)a luirb ber ©eift euc^ Itooljt breffirt, 

Sn fpanif(^e ©tiefein eingefd^utirt, 
er bebad^tigcr fo forton 

^ittfd^Ieit^e bie (Sebanfenbol^n, 1915 

Unb nid^t etwa, bie JJreuj unb Oner, 

Srrtit^telire ^in unb I)er. 

Sann le^ret man eud^ ntondl;cn Sag, 

Sa^, ltoo§ i^r fonft auf Einen ©d^Iag 

©etrieben, mie Effen unb Srinten, frei, 1920 

EinS ! jtoei ! brei ! baju notijig jet). 

3 ltoor ift’S mit ber ©ebairtenfobrif 
SBie mit einem SBebermeifterftiicf, 

SBo Ein Sritt tanfcnb gaben regt, 

Sic ©d^ifftein ^eriiber, '^iniiber j^iefeen, 1925 

Sie Snben ungcfel^en flie^en, 

Ein ©d^Iag taufenb SSerbinbungen ^d^Icigt. 

Ser iP'^itojoto^, ber tritt 'herein, 

Unb bemeift eud^, e§ rnii^t’ jo jet)n : 

Sa§ Erft’ tear’ jo, bo§ 3 weite jo, 193° 

Unb brum bo§ Sritt’ unb SJiertc jo ; 

Unb toenn baS Erjt’ unb Stoeit’ nid^t War’, 

Sag Sritt’ unb SSiert’ War’ nimmerme'^r. 



Faust's Study (2) 


139 


Student. I am heart and soul in the cause ; hut, to l)e 
sure, a little freedom and pastime would please me on 
fine summer holidays. 


Mephistopheles, Make use of time ! it passes hence so 
quickly; still method teaches you to gain time. For 
this reason, my dear friend, I recommend you, first, 
collegium logicum. There your mind is well trained, 
laced up in Spanish boots ; so that thenceforth it may 
creep more circumspectly along the path of thought, and 
not perehance skip, like a will-o’-the-wisp, hither and 
thither in all directions. Then many a day they will 
teach you that what formerly you have done at one 
stroke, as easily as eating and drinking, — one! two! 
three ! is necessary for it. It is indeed with the fabric 
of thought as with a weaver’s masterpiece, where one 
treadle moves a thousand threads : the shuttles shoot to 
this side and that ; the threads flow unseen ; one stroke 
ties a thousand knots. The philosopher — he steps in, 
and proves to you, it must be so : the first was so, the 
second so, and therefore the third and fourth are so; 
and if the first and second were not, the third and 
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®a§ ))reifcn bie (Sd^iiler affer Drten, 

@tnb aber feine SBcber geiuorbeit. 1935 

SSer iDttt toa^ Sebcnbtg’S crfenncn unb bcfd^reiben, 

Sud^t erft ben @etft l^eran^^utreiben ; 

$onn l)at cr bie 2;^eite in feiner §anb, 
gel)tt, teiber I niir ba§ geiftige Sonb. 

Encheircsin nnturre nennt’§ bic K^entie, 1940 

©pottet Ujrer felbft, unb lueife nic|t Jute. 

St^iiUr. S)ann end) nid)t eben gau^ berftel^cn. 
9 )ic»ji)ifiovbcCcd. iuirb ndd^ften§ fd^on beffer ge^en, 
SBenn if)r (ernt ade^ rebucircit 

Unb ge^brig claffificiren. 1945 

Sr^iUct. SBUr U)irb bon atte bent fo buntm, 
ging’ niir ein afluljlrab im ®opf l^erum. 
mcpwt0pf)eu^. 9 ?ad^^er, bor alien anbern ©ad^en, 

SQluflt t^r eud^ an bie SHetap^pfif madden I 

®a fe^t, bag tgr tieffinnig fagt, 1950 

2 Ba§ in be§ 9 Kenfcgen §irn nid^t pagt ; 

giir \oa^ brein gegt unb uid^t brent ge^t, 

gin prdd^tig SBort ju ®ienften ftegt. 

®od^ oorerft biefeS galbe Sngr 

9 legnit ja ber beften Orbnuug magr I 1955 

giinf ©tunben gabt tgr jeben Sag ; 

©epb brinnen niit bem ©lodtenfd^Iag I 
§abt end) border toogl prdparirt, 

5 J 5 aragrapgo§ toogi cinftubirt, 

Samit igr nad^ger beffer fegE i960 

®Q§ er nic^t§ fogt, al§ tt)o§ itn S3u(^e fte^t ; 

®oc^ euc^ be§ ©^retbenS ja befleifet, 

2t(§ bictict’ eu(^ ber ^eittg’ ©eift ! 
zwtv. ®o§ foK* i^r mtr nid^t jttjeimal fogen 1 
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fourth would never be. The students of all countries 
extol this ; but none have become weavers. He who 
wishes to know and describe anything living, seeks first 
to drive the spirit out of it ; he has then the parts in his 
hand ; only, unfortunately, the spiritual bond is lacking. 
Chemistry calls it enclieiresis mtturce, mocks her own 
self, and knows not in what way. 

Student. I can’t quite exactly comprehend you. 

Mephistopheles. That will go better anon, no doubt 
when you learn to reduce and classify everything 
properly. 


Student. I feel as stupid about all this as if a mill-wheel 
were going round in my head. 

Mephistopheles. Next, before all other things, you must 
set to at metaphysics. There, see that you conceive 
profoundly what does not suit the brain of man. For 
whatever enters and does not enter there, a pompous 
word is at your service. But, above all, be sure this 
half year to observe perfect regularity. You will have 
five lectures every day ; be in at the stroke of the clock ! 
Have yourself well prepared beforehand — paragraphs 
well-conned — that you may see better afterwards that he 
says nothing but what is in the book ; yet be sure you 
apply yourself to taking notes, as if the Holy Grhost were 
dictating to you ! 


Student. You need not tell me that twice ! I figure to 
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1965-1993 


benfe mir, tote toiel e§ nii^t ; 1965 

®enn toa§ tnon fd^toarj auf toet§ 

SSann man getroft nac^ §aufe tragen. 

9>te4>^ifi0t)^eicd. $od^ todl^ft mit eine fjacnltot ! 

9 iffuier. 3ut SRe^tSgele^tfamfext fann mid^ nid^t beque» 
men. 


3 d^ faim eS eud^ fo fel^r nid^t u 6 el 
net;men; ,970 

toet§, toie e§ um biefe Se^re ftel^t. 

S3 erben ftd^ @efe^’ nnb Sled^te 
SGSie eine eto’ge Jlranfijeit fort ; 

@ie fc^lcpfien Don ©efi^Iecbt ftc^ gum ©efc^Iedbte, 

Unb rttcfen foi^t non Ort p Ort. 1975 

®ernunft totrb Unfinn, SBo^Itl^ot ijSIoge ; 

SBel^ bir, bn^ bn ein SnM bift ! 

9Sont 9ie(|tc, ba3 mit nn3 geboren ift, 

SSon bent ift, leiber 1 nie bie groge. 

Sn^iiicv. Sftein Slbfd^eu toirb bnrd^ eud^ bermefirt. 1980 
O gliidlid) ber, ben itjr betetirt ! 
gaft mod^t’ id^ nun 2 :t)eotogie ftubiren. 

^d^ toiinfc^te nid^t eudfi irre gu fiil^ren. 

8 Bo 3 biefe SBiffenfc^aft betrifft, 

@3 ift fo fd^toer, ben fatfd^en 2Seg gu meiben, 1985 

@3 Kegt in i^r fo oiel oerborgneS ®ift, 

Unb bon ber Slrgcnei ift’3 fanm gu unterfd^eiben. 

2tm beften ift’3 oud^ !^ier, toenn i^r nur Sinen !^ort, 

Unb ouf be3 aRcifter3 SBorte fd^toort. 

\Sto gangen ■ l^attet eud^ an 3SSorte I 199® 

®ann gefit i^r burd^ bie fid^re fpforte 
Bum Sempel bet ©etoi^^eit ein. 

2<bttie*. Sod^ ein Segriff mufe bei bem SBorte fetin. 
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myself how useful it is ; for what one has in black and 
wh>e, one can confidently carry home. 

Mephistopheles. But pray choose a faculty ! 

Student. I cannot reconcile myself to jurisprudence. 

Mephistopheles. I cannot much blame you. I know 
how matters stand with this learning. Statutes and 
laws are inherited like an eternal disease; they trail 
from generation to generation, and move gently from 
jilace to place. Eeason becomes nonsense ; beneficence, 
calamity. Woe to thee that thou art a grandchild ! 
Of the law which is born with us — of that, unhappily, 
there is never a question. 

Student. My repugnance is increased by you. Oh, happy 
he whom you instruct ! I should almost like now to 
study theology. 

Mephistopheles. I would not wish to lead you astray. 
As regards this science, it is so difficult to avoid the 
wrong way; there lies in it so much hidden poison, 
which is hardly to be distinguished from the medicine. 
Here also it is best if you listen to one only, and swear 
by the master’s word. On the whole — stick to words ! 
You will then go in through the safe gate to the temple 
of certainty. 

Student. But there must be some idea connected with 
the word. 
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©d^on gut I 9 htr tnufe mon fid^ nm ollju* 
ongfttid^ gudlen ; 

®cnn eben two 93 cgriffe fel)leu, 1995 

®a fteIKt etn SSort jur red^tcn geit ft<^ eiit- 
ajlit SSJorten la^t fid^ trefftid^ ftreiten, 

3 Kit SSorten etu ©^ftem bereiten, 

2 ln SBorte lafet fid^ trefftid^ glauben, 

S3on eiuem Sort Id§t fid^ fein Sota rauben. 2000 

©•ftiiier. SSerjei^t, id^ l^alt’ eud^ ouf ntit bielen gragen, 

SlMtt id^ inu§ euc^ noc^ bcmil^’n. 

SoHt i^r mir oon ber 9 Kebictn 
9 lt^t aud^ etn frdftig Sortd^en fagen ? 

®rci ^o’^r ift cine furje 3eitr 2005 

Unb, @ott J baS gelb ift gor ju ujcit. 

Senn man einen gtngerjetg nur ^ot, 

Sdgt fid^’S fd^on el^er meiter 

»tc|i^iftot>tieie8 (fiir ficb). Sd^ t>in trodtnen XonS nun 
fatt, 

3 Ku^ mieber re^t ben 3 ;cnfel fpielen . 2010 

(Saut, ) 

®er ©eift ber SOiebtein ift leidf^t ju faffen ; 

3 ^r burd^ftttbirt bte gro^’ unb Heine Sett, 

Urn eS om @nbe ge!^n ju taffen, 

Sie’g ©ott gefciat. 

S 8 ergeben 3 , ba§ il^r ringSum miffenjd^ofttid^ fd^weift/ 2015 
©in jeber ternt nur, mag er Icrnen lann ; 

®od^ ber ben Stugenblidt ergreift, 

®ag ift ber red^te SKann. 

fe^b no^ jiemtid^ mol^t gebaut, 

2 ltt ®ii^n^eit mirb’g eud^ auc^i nid^t fel^Ien, 

Unb menu i^r eud^ nur fetbft bertraut, 


2020 
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Mephistopheles. Agreed! Only one must not plague 
oneself too anxiously ; for just where ideas fail, a word 
makes its appearance at the right time. With words one 
may dispute admirably ; with words, prepare a system ; 
in words one may admirably put faith : from a word 
no iota can be robbed. 


Student. Pardon, I detain you with many questions, Init 
I must still trouble you. Will you not also say one or 
two pithy words to me about medicine ? Three years is 
a short time, and the field, God knows, is all two wide ! 
If one has but a hint, one can feel one’s way further all 
the more easily. 


Mephistopheles (aside), I am tired now of this dry 
tone : I must play the devil again with a will. (Aloud,) 
The spirit of medicine is easy to catch ; you study thor- 
oughly the great and little world, in order to let things 
go in the end as it pleases God. In vain you range 
scientifically round about \ each one learns only what 
learn he can ; but he who seizes the moment, that is the 
right man. You are pretty tolerably well-built, nor will 
you be wanting in boldness ; and if you do but rely on 
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SSertrauen euc^ bie anbetn ©eelcn. 

S8ejonber§ lernt bie SBetbet fii^ren ; 

@§ ift i^r etoig SBc^ unb % 6 ), 

@0 toufenbfad^, 2025 

21u§ (Sinem ^unfte 311 curtren. 

Unb tnenn i^r ^albtneg el)rbar t^ut, 

®onn ^abt i^r fie alt untcr’m |>ut. 

®in jCitel mu^ fie erft bertraulid^ ntoc^en, 

eure Slunfi Diet Siinfte iiberfteigt ; 2030 

3um SBiClomm tappt il)r bann nod) oUen ©iebenfod^en, 

Urn bie cin onbrer niele ftrcid^t, 

SSerfteI)t ba§ ipitl§lein tno^t jn briitfen, 

Unb foffet fie, ntit fenrig fd^Ionen Sliden, 

5 BoI)t nm bie fd^tonfe ^iifte frei, 2035 

^n fc^n, loie feft gefd^nurt fie fei). 

®ii^u(c*. ®o§ fie^t fd)on beffer ou§ ! 9 Kon fie^t bod^, mo nnb 
Wie. 

anct»()ifip)i4ctcd. ©ran, tbeurer grcnnb, ift oHe 2;^eorie, 

Unb gritn bc§ 2 eben§ golbner SSonm. 

®i<^uie«. fc^ttbr’ eud^ jn, ntir ift’§ qI§ h)ie ein Sirount. 2040 
®urfi’ id) end^ njol^l ein onbermol befd^toeren, 

58on enter SBeiS'^eit ouf ben ®rnnb ju ^oren ? 

SBo§ id^ Demtog, foU gern gefd^e!^n. 
Sd^itiet:. ionn nnntbglid^ h)ieber gel^n, 

3d^ ntu§ cnd^ nod^ ntein ©tomnibnd^ iiberreid^en. 2045 
®bnn’ eure ®unft ntir biefe§ I 

ane)>^i{tiiti^cied. @el)r ! 

(@r fd^ji'cifct unb giebt’g.) 

(lieft)* Eritis sicut Deus, scientes bonum et 
malum. 


(9Jtacbt’« e^rcvbictig ju unb 
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yourself, other souls will rely on you. Learn in particu- 
lar to manage the women : their eternal Ohs ! and Ahs ! 
so thousandfold, are to be cured from a single i^oint; 
and if you behave with moderate decorum, you will then 
have them all under your thumb. A diploma must first 
make them confident that your art surpasses the art of 
many others ; then, at the outset, you feel your way to 
all the trifles for which another man is many years 
beating about : you understand how to press well the 
little pulse ; and you clasp them freely, with ardently 
sly glances, well round the slender hip, to see how 
tightly it is laced. 

Student. That, to be sure, looks better ! One sees, at 
any rate, the where and the how. 

Mephistopheles. Grey, dear friend, is all theory, and 
green the golden tree of life. 

Student. I vow to you, Tis like a dream to mo. Might I 
perhaps trouble you another time, to hear of your wis- 
dom thoroughly ? 

Mephistopheles. AVhat I have in my power shall be done 
with pleasure. 

Student. I cannot possibly go back before handing you 
niy album. Let your favour grant me this token ! 

Mephistopheles. Very well. 

(Jle writes and gives it,) 

Student (reads), ‘ Eriiu mut Deus, scientes bonum et malum, 

(Shuts it reverently^ and takes his leave, ) 
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golg’ nuv bem alten @prud^ unb nteiner 
9Jlu!^nte, ber ©d^Iange, 

Sir wirb gewi^ einmat bci betner ©otto^nlid^feit bonge 1 

Sfttttft tritt aiif. 

g-ttiift. SSo^itt joE e§ nun ge^tt? 2051 

SBotjin bir gefnEt. 

SSir fetju bie fleine, bann bie gro^e SSett. 

tneld^er greube, metd^em Slu^en 
SSirft bit ben Kurfum burdjfdjiuaru^en I 
Sauft. 9 (Eein 6ei nieiitcnt tangen Sart 2055 

Seljtt nnr bie Ieid)te Seben^art. 

mirb mtr ber Serfud^ nid)t gluden : 

3d^ tnu^te nie ntid^ in bie 2Be(t 511 fd^iden ; 
aSor anbern fii^r id^ mid^ fo Hein ; 

Sd) inerbe ftetg nerlegen fet)n. 2060 

mcpx)i^0pi)tu^* SElein guter grcnnb, ba§ tnirb fid^ aEe^ 
geben ; 

Sobaib bn bir bertrauft, fobalb mei^t bn 5U leben. 

Sauft. SBie fomnicn tnir benn an§ bem §au§ ? 

$ 3 o {)aft bn ^ferbe, Slned^t unb SBagen ? 
mcppmopptM, aSir breiteu nur ben SlRantel au§, 2065 
®er foE uns burd^ bie Siifte tragen. 

®u nimmft bei biefem fut)neu ©d^ritt 
SEur feinen grofjen Sunbet mit. 

®in bi^d^en generluft, bie id^ bcreiten inerbc, 

§ebt un§ bel^enb bon biefer 6rbe. 

Unb finb tbir leid^t, \o gel^t e§ fd^neE ^inauf ; 

Sd^ gratulire bir gum neiien Seben^Iauf* 


2070 
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Mephistopheles. Only follow the old saying and my 
cousin the serpent, and assuredly, some time or other, 
you will grow uneasy with your likeness to God ! 

Faust (enters). Where shall we go now ? 

Mephistopheles. Where you please. Wo shall see the 
little, then the great world. With what joy, what pro- 
fit, will you sponge through the course ! 

Faust. . But, with my long beard, I lack easy manners. I 
shall fail in the attempt ; I never knew how to adapt 
myself to the world. I feel myself so small before 
others ; I shall be constantly embarrassed. 

Mephistopheles. My good friend, all that will come by 
and by ! As soon as you rely on yourself, so soon do 
you know how to live. 

Faust. How, then, are Ave to start*? Where have you 
horses, servant, and carriage *? 

Mephistopheles. We merely spread out the mantle: 
that is to carry us through the air. Only, in this bold 
step, you Avill take no big bundle. A little fiery air, 
Avhich I shall prepare, will lift us quickly from this 
earth ; and if we are light, avc shall mount rapidly. I 
congratulate you on your new course of life ! 
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2073-2093 


fteUec in Scii>jig. 

Seii^e lufiigei: ^efeHen. 

SBiU feiner trinlen ? feinev lad^cn ? 
hjtll eud^ le^ren ©efic^ter inad^eit ! 

3;;^r fe^b ja tieut lute noffes Stroll, 2075 

Unb brennt fonft immer Itd)tcrIol^. 
iBtaubev. ®a§ liegt an bit; bu bringft ja md^t§ l^erbei, 
9lid§t etne ©umni^eit, feine Soueret. 

Stofiii (giept il^m etn @IaS ^cin fiber ben JJobf). 

35a l^aft bu betbeS ! 

«ettni>e«. 3)o^)peft Sd^toein ! 

Scofi^. S^r toollt’ e§ jo, ntan foil e§ fe^n ! 2080 

Siebei. 3ut S^pr’ ^inauS, tocr fid^ entjtoeit I 
SKit offiter SSruft fingt 3tunba, fauft unb fd^reit 1 
Sluf! ^otta! $ol 

aiiitna^ee. SBc^ uttr, id^ bin berloren ! 

SBaumtooIIe ^er ! ber Slerl fl^rengt ntir bie 0:^ren. 

®ieiic(. 2Benn bo§ (Seloolbe toicberfd^ollt, 2085 

gii^It ntou crft red^t be§ i8offc§ ©runbgetoalt. 

@0 red^t! ^inau§ mit bem, ber ettt)o§ iibel nimmt! 

91 1 tara lara ba 1 
9(timii^e«. 9Il tara lara btt ! 

S5**>f*. 3)ie SeI)Ieu ftnb geftimtut. 

(Singt.) 31)a§ Uebe, l^eil’ge iRom’fd^e 9teid^, 2090 

SBie l^alt'8 nur nod^ jufonimen ? 

S8*«nbci:. @tn garftig StebI ^fuil etn fioUtifd^ Steb I 
(Sin Icibtg Steb ! 3)anlt ®ott mit jebem 50lorgen, 
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Auerbach’s Cellar in Leipzig. 

Drinking-bout of boon^coinpanions. 

Frosch. Will no one drink — no one laugh? I’ll teach 
you to pull long faces 1 Why, to-day you are like wet 
straw, and at other times you always burn blazingly. 

Brander. That is your fault; why, you bring nothing 
towards it; not one foolery, no beastliness. 

Frosch {pours a glass of wine over his head). There you 
have both ! 

Brander. Double swine ! 

Frosch. Why, you wanted one to l)e so ! 

SiEBEL. Out at the door with him who quarrels ! ^Vith 
open breast strike up a chorus, swill, and shout ! Up ! 
holla 1 ho ! 

Altmayer. Woe ’s me, I am lost ! Cotton here ! The 
varlet splits my ears. 

SiEBEL. When the vault echoes again, one feels all the 
more the deep power of the bass, 

Frosch. Eight ! Out with him who takes anything amiss ! 
Ah ! tara, lara, da ! 

Altmayer. Ah ! tara, lara, da ! 

Frosch. Our throats are tuned. {Sings.) ‘The dear, 
holy Eoman Empire, how holds it possibly together V 

Brander. A nasty song ! Fie ! a political song. An 
offensive song ! Thank God every morning that you 
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2094'2ii9 


i^r ni(|t 6raud^t fiir’S 9 l 6 jn’fd^e SReic^ ju forgen ! 

^lalt’ e§ iDcnigfteng fur rei(i^ttc^ett ©etoinit, 2095 

5)a6 i(i^ nid^t Saifer ober Sonjter bin. 

S)oc^ mut oud^ utt§ ein Dber^oupt nic^t fel^ten; 

2Btr ttJoUcn einen iPobft ertoci^Ien. 

3^r tnefd^ etne Oualitfit 

$en Stugfd^Iog giebt, ben 3 Rann crp!^t . 2100 

gftofrf) (fmgt). S^ming bid; auf, grau SHad^tigall, 

®ru§’ niir mein Sicbd^cn je^cntoufcnbrnal I 

@iciici. ^em Siebd^en fctnen ©rufel mill babofi nic^tg 
pren ! 

$cm Siebc^en @ru§ unb Su^I bu mirft mir’§ nic^t 
nermeijreu ! 

(Singt.) JRiegelaufI in ftilter 9 iad)t. 2105 

Spiegel auf ! bcr Siebftc mad^t. 

Siieget 511 ! be§ 3 Rorgen§ 

®iciici. 3^/ finge, finge nur, unb lob’ unb rii^me fie I 
gd^ mill ju nteiner geit fd^on lac^en. 

©ie l^at mid) angefiil^rt, bir mirb fie’§ aud^ fo madden. 2110 
3 um Siebften fe^ ein Sobolb \f)x befd^ert I 
®er mag mit i^r auf einem Sreujmeg fd^dfern ; 

®in alter S3od, menn er Uom S3tod§berg fe^rt, 

9 Kag im ©alopp noc^ gute 3 lad^t i^r medern I 

®in brauer ffert non dd^tem gteifd^ unb Slut 2115 

Sft fur bie ®irne oiel ju gut. 

gd^ mitt non feinem ©ruge miffen, 

Site it)r bie genfter eingefd^miffen ! 

^vattbetr (auf fcen 5£ifc^ fc!|>tageiib). 

5 Poftt auf ! }ja§t auf ! ©el^ord^et ntir ! 
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have not the Koman Empire to care for 1 I at least 
hold it large gain that I am not Emperor or Chancellor. 
Still, to ns also a chief must not l)e lacking : we will 
elect a Pope. You know what sort of quality turns the 
scale and elevates the man. 


F’rosch (sings), ‘ Soar up, dame nightingale ; greet me my 
sweetheart ten thousand times ! ’ 


SiEBEL. No greeting to the sweetheart ! I will hear 
nought of it 1 


Frosch. Greeting and kiss to the sweetheart ! You shall 
not hinder me! (Styigs.) ‘Open ))olts 1 in still night. 
Open bolts 1 the lover wakes. Shut bolts ! in early 
morn.’ 


SiEBEL. Ay, sing, sing away, and laud and extol her ! I 
doubt not I shall laugh when my time comes. She has 
taken me in ; she will do the same for you. May a 
goblin be bestowed on her for a lover ! He may toy 
with her on a cross way. An old ram, when he returns 
from Blocksberg, may bleat, on the gallop, good night 
to her ! A worthy fellow of genuine fiesh and blood is 
far too good for the wench. I will hear of no greeting 
but smashing her windows ! 


Brander (striking the table). Attend ! Attend ! Listen to 
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2120-2146 


§errn, geftel^t, id^ ttiet§ ju IcBen ; 

®erltc5te Scute ft^en l^ter, 

Unb biefen mug, noc^ ©tanbSgebiil^r, 

3uv guten id^ Uja8 juut Seften geben. 

@ebt Std^t I ein Steb bom neuften ©d^nitt 1 
Unb fingt ben Stunbreim Jraftig mit I 

(@r fingt.) mar eine 9tatt’ tm S'eUcrncft, 

Sebte nur bon gett unb 93utter, 

.§attc ftd^ etn Slanjlein angcmcift, 

Site mie ber 3)oftor Sutler. 

2) ie SBd^tn liatt’ if)r @ift geftellt ; 

5)a morb’S fo eng tl)r in ber SBelt, 
Site l)5tte fie Sieb’ im Seibe. 

(dbOtttS (imtdjijciH). 

site ptte fie Sieb’ im Seibe. 

©eanbce. @ie fu^r l^erunt, fie ful^r Ifieraug, 

Unb foff oite alien fpfiifeen, 

3ernagt’, jerlra^t’ bog ganjc ^ou§, 
SBoClte nid^te il^r SBiit^en niifecn ; 

@ie tpt gar mand^en Slengftefprung ; 
SSoIb l^atte bag orme 2:i^ier genung, 
Site !^att’ eg Sieb’ im Seibe. 

©boeng. Site Iiatt’ eg Sieb’ im Seibe. 

sBcttnbct. ®ie lam bor Slngft am fietten Xag 

3) er ^iid^e jugcloufen, 

giet on ben ^erb nnb pdtt unb lag, 
Unb t^ot erbarmlid^ fd^naufen. 

2)0 lad^te bie fBcrgiftcrin nod^ : 


2120 


2125 


2130 


2T35 • 


2140 


2145 
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me ! Confess, gentlemen, I know how to live. Love- 
sick people are sitting here, and these I must favour 
with a song to jiuit their quality, l)y way of good-night. 
Mark 1 A song of the newest cut ! And take part in 
the chorus lustily ! {He sings.) 


‘ There was a rat in the cellar-nest, lived only on fat and 
butter, had fattened a little paunch for itself, like Doctor 
Luther. The cook had laid poison for it ; then things got 
as tight for it in the world, as if it had love in its belly.’ 


Chorus {shotitmg). ‘As if it had love in its belly.’ 


Brander. ‘ It ran round, it ran out, and drank up all the 
puddles, gnawed, scratched the wliole house ; its fury 
could avail nothing; it made full many a bound of 
anguish ; soon the poor beast had enough, as if it had 
love in its belly.’ 


Chorus. ‘As if it had love in its belly.’ 


Brander. ‘ It came running into the kitchen, for anguish, 
in broad day ; fell on the hearth, and palpitated, and 
lay, and panted pitiably. Then laughed the poisoner 



156 


Sflttft 


2147-2172 


1 fie f)fetft auf bem lenten fio(^, 

2 ll§ pttc fie 2 icb’ im Seibe. 

Gfto*n«. ^ottc fie 2 icb’ im Seibe." 

®{e6ei. SBie fi($ bie ^slatten 93 urfd^e freuen ! 2150 

©§ ift mir cine recl;te Slunft, 

®en ormen Siotten @ift ju ftreuen I 

:iBxatt»cv. ®ie ftel;n loot)! fet)r in beiner Ounft? 

9((tmanev. ®er ©d^merbanct) ntit ber fal^len fptottel 
®o§ llngtiicf mnd)t if)n jabm unb mitb ; 2155 

(£r fie^t in ber gefc^loollnen Siatte 
@ein gan^ naturtici^ ©benbilb. 


Sduft uns 

»ic)ii)iftou^cieS. ntn^ bi(^ nun oor oUen 3)ingen 
3n tuftige ©efetlfi^aft bringen, 

®omit bu fie^ft, loie leid^t fid^’S leben tci^t 2 j6o 

'Sent aSotfe t)ier loirb jeber Xag ein geft. 

SKit loenig SBi^ unb oiet 93e!^ngen 

®re^t jeber fi(b im engen 

SBie junge Sfa^en mit bem ©c^loans. 

SBcnn fie nid^t iiber ^ofifme^ ftogen, 2165 

®o tong ber SEirt^ nur meiter borgt, 

<Sinb fie Oergniigt unb unbeforgt. 

«»i»ni>cr. ®ie fommen cben Oon ber fReife, 

SUion fiel^t’S on i^rer lounbertic^en SEcife ; 

@ie finb nid^t eine ©tunbe l^ier. 2170 

SrnfiQ. SBo^r^oftig, bu :^oft fRec^tl 3 Rein Seifijig tob’ ic^ 
mir ! 

ift ein ftein ff?ori§, unb bitbet fcinc Scute. 
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still : “ Ha, it is at its last gasp, as if it had love in 
its belly.”’ 

Chorus. ‘As if it had love in its belly.’ 

SiEBEL. How the vulgar fellows are delighted ! It is, 
methinks, a proper art to strew poison for the poor 
rats ! 

Biiander. I presume they stand high in your favour 

Altmayer. The paunch with the l)ald pate ! Ill-luck 
makes him tamo and mild; he sees in the swollen rat 
his own quite natural image. 


Faust ajui Mephistophkles. 

Mephistopheles. Before all things, I must now Iming you 
into merry company, that you may see how lightly life 
may be passed. To these people here each day becomes 
a holiday. With little wit and much satisfaction, each 
turns round in the narrow circle-dance, like kittens with 
their tails. If they do not complain of a headache, — so 
long as their host does but give further credit, — they 
are pleased and unconcerned. 

Brander. They are just come from a journey ; one sees it 
in their strange manner; they have not been here an 
hour. 

Broscii. Truly you are right ! Leipzig is the place for 
iRe ! It is a little Paris, and forms its folk. 
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«ie6ei. giir ttja§ bu bie gremben an? 

Sa§ nttc^ nur ge^n I S8et ctnem tjollen ©toje 
3ie:^’ ii), toie cinen S'inbergal^n, 2175 

®en 58urf(|en leidjt bie SBiirnter au§ ber 9lafe. 

@ie fd^einen ntir au§ einem ebicn ^au§, 

Sic fte^en ftolj unb unjufrieben au§. 

aJtnrWfc^reier finb’S getoi^, inette! 
atitma^c*. SSicHeic^t. 

Scofii). ®iebt Slc^t, id^ fd^roube fie 1 2 t8o 

a)}e|)’^ifto^^e(eS (5U jjauft). ®en Seufet fijurt ba§ SSSIfd^en 
nie, 

Unb toenn er fie bcim i^rogen ptte ! 

5 «uft. Se^b xm§ gegrii^t, iljr §errn! 

® j c 6 c i. SSiet ® anf jum ©egengr u§ 1 

(Scifc, 9)Zcur;iftoi)^ele3 von ter @cite anfcl^cnt.) 

S 23 a§ tiinit ber Slerl auf einem gu§ ? 
a>ic<>f)ifto|>^e(e8. 3ft e§ crtajibt, un§ aud^ ju eud^ ju fe^en? 
Stott eineS guten 2 :runf§, ben man nid^t i^oben tonn, 2185 
Soli bie ©efellfc^aft un§ ergegen. 
aiitmutict!. fd^eint ein fe^r bertoo^nter SJlonn. 

3^1^ fe^b h)o^I fpiit bon 9lif)t)ad^ aufgebrod^en ? 

§abt it)r mit ^lerren $an§ nod^ erft ju Siod^t geffjeift ? 2190 
ane^^iftotiQetes. $cut finb mir i^n borbeigereift ; 

SBir ^aben i!^n ba§ Ic^temol gefixrod^en. 

Son feinen SSettcvn ttjufet’ er biel ju fagcn, 

SSiel ©tii^e l^ot er un§ an jeben oufgetragen. 

( Sr neigt fi(3^ gcgcn 5rof(^. ) 

switmiibet (Icife). 2)0 l^aft bu’§ I ber berfte^t’S ! 219s 

«ie6ei. (gin pfiffigcr ifjotron i 

Stun, marte nur, id^ Irieg’ t^n fd^onl 
meb4ifto(>9eie8. ^*nn id^ nid^t irrte, l^brten tbir 
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SiEBEL. What do you take the strangers for ? 

Frosch. Just let mo go my own way ! With the lielj) of 
a full glass, I will worm out the fellows' secrets as easily 
as a child's tooth. They seem to me from some noble 
house ; they look proud and discontented. 

Bhandkr. They are mountebanks to a certainty, I wager. 

Altmayek. Perhaps. 

Fkoscu. Mark, I '11 chaff them ! 

Mephistopheles {to Faust). These people would never 
scent the devil, even if he had them by the throat. 

Faust. Our greetings, gentlemen ! 

SiEBEL. Many thanks in return ! {Aside, looking askance 

at Mephistopheles.) Why does the fellow limp on one 
foot? 

Mephistopheles. Is it permitted us also to sit with you 
We shall have company to cheer us, instead of good 
liquor, which one cannot have. 

Altmayer. You seem a very pampered man, 

Frosch. Probably you have set forth at a late hour from 
Kippach ? Did you sup previously with Mr. Hans ? 

Mephistopheles. To>day we travelled past him : last 
time, we spoke to him. He had much to say of his 
cousins; he charged us with many greetings to each. 
{He bows towards Frosch.) 

Altmayer {aside). You have it there ! He 's wide-awake ! 

SiEBEL. A sharp fellow ! 

Frosch. Now, only wait, I shall have him, no doubt. 
Mephistopheles. If I was not mistaken, we heard prac- 
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@eubte ©timmen ®^oru§ fingen ? 

®eh)i§, ©efaitg muft trefflid^ l^ier 

9 Son biefer SSoIbung Juieberflingen ! 2200 

Scofi^. ©c^b i^r gar eiit SSirtuoS ? 

awcv^tfto^iiieies. O tiein ! bie Straft ift attein bie 

Suft ift grofj. 

acitma^et;. @cBt uni citt 2ieb ! 

a>Jc|i®iftoi>(»cic8. _ SBenn t^r begel^rt, bie SDienge. 

eiebci. fliur auc^ ein iiogetneue§ ©tiicf ! 

2»c^)i)ifto4>t)eie8. 2 Bir fommeit erft ou§ ©f)anien juriid, 2205 
S)em fc^biien 2 onb be§ SBein§ lutb ber ©efange. 

(©ingt.) )oar einiitol cin SJonig, 

®er f)att’ eiuen grofeen gto!^ — 

§orcl)tl eiitenSfo^l .^obt i^r ba§ Jdo^I gefa§t ? 

©in ift luir ein faubrer ©aft. 2210 

aRe|>I)ift0(i6cIcd (fiiigt). 

war einnial ein SJonig, 

®er t)att’ einen gro^en 

liebt’ er gar nid^t Wenig, 

91 te wie feinen (Sgnen ©otin. 

®a rief er feinen ©d^neiber, 2215 

®er ©dfineiber fant l^eran : 

®o, mi§ bem Swt^cr S!leiber, 

Unb mi§ il)m §ofen an I 

»K«nbee. SSerge^t nur nid^t, bem ©d^neiber einjufd^firfen, 
®afe er mir auf§ genaufte mifet, 

Unb ba§, fo licb fein S'ofjf il^m ift, 

®ie §ofen feine Salten werfen ! 


2220 
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tised voices singing in chorus ? Certainly singing must 
resound superbly from this vault. 

FrosCH. Is it possible that you arc a virtuoso ? 

Mephtstopheles. Oh no ! the power is weak, but the 
desire is great. 

Altmayer. Give us a song ! 

Mephistopiieles. Plenty, if you like. 

SlEBEL. Blit mind, a brand-new piece ! 

Mephistopheles. We have just returned from Spain, the 
fair land of wine and song. (S//igs,) 

‘ Once upon a time, there was a king, who had a great flea — ’ 

Frosch. Hark, a flea ! Did you rightly catch that ? A 
flea, methinks, is a pretty customer. 

Mephistopheles (sings), ‘ Once upon a time, there was a 
king, who had a great flea, which he loved not a little, 
as ’twere his own son. Then called he his tailor; the 
tailor drew near. “There, measure the young squire 
for clothes, and measure him for breeches ! ” ’ 

Brander. Only forget not, prithee, to enjoin the tailor 
that he measure with the greatest nicety, and that, as he 
loves his head, the breeches throw no creases ! 

L 
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9Kc4it)ifto|>^eIe^. 

gtt (Samntet unb in ©etbe 
SBnr ev nun angetl^on, 

.^attc 33 anbet anf bent Slleibc, 2225 

.^ntt’ and) cin !i?reu3 bornn, 

Unb tuar fogleidj 3 Jiinifter, 

Unb cinen gro^en ©tern. 

®a tuurben feine Oefdjloifter 

S3et §of’ oud) grojje $crrn. 2230 

Unb ijerrn itnb (Ifraun am |)ofe, 

®ic luarcn feljr geplngt, 

Sic Jitbntgin nub bie 3ofe 
©eftod^cn unb gcnagt, 

Unb bnvften fie nid)t fnicten, 2235 

Unb meg fie juden nid;t. 

SBir fnicten nnb crftictcn 
Sod) gfcid), mcnn cincr ftid}t. 

aBir fnideu unb crftiden 
Sod) gfcid), menu cincr ftii^t. 2240 

^Kpfc)). 58 rat)o! aSraUo! baSmarf^on! 
etcbei. ©0 folt e§ jcbem gfof) ergcf)n 1 
^ranbev. ©) 3 i^t bie ginger unb fjadt fie fein I 
antmnner. 6 § febc bie greificit I e 8 fcbe ber SGSein 1 
iotebbiftotibcics. trdnfe gent ein ®fo§, bie grei^eit f)od) 
jn et)ren, 224s 

SBeun cure aBciue nur ein bi^d^en beffcr marcn. 

Siebei. SBir mbgen bo§ nid)t mieber l^bren I 
9 >ie))bifiPbbe(«d. Sd) fiird^te nur, bet 2Birt^ befd^merct fic^, 
©onft gab’ id^ biefen mertl^en ©often 
2lu§ unferm S'efter mo§ jum SSeften. 2250 
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MKrHiSTOPHKLES. ‘ III velvet and silk was ho now attired, 
had ribbons on his coat, had also a cross thereon, and 
was forthwith minister, and had a great star. Then his 
brethren also became great lords at court. 

‘And lords and ladies at court, they were sorely plagued; 
the queen and the waiting women were pricked and 
bitten, and dared not crack them, nor scratch them a\v^ay. 
But we crack and stifle directly when one pricks.’ 

Ciiouus (shouthi^. ‘But we crack and stifle directly when 
one pricks.’ 

Fnoscif. Bi*avo ! bravo ! That was capital. 

SiKOEL. So may it befall every flea ! 

Bhandek. Point your fingers, and nab them cleverly ! 

Altmayer. Liberty for ever! Wine for ever! 

MEruiSToriiELES. I would willingly drink a glass in high 
honour of liberty, if only your wines were a little l)it 
better. 

SiEBEL. We don’t desire to hear that again ! 

Mkphlstopheles. I only feared the landlord would be 
annoyed ; otherwise, I would treat these worthy guests 
out of our cellar. 
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eietei. 9 Jur tmmer ^er ! ic^ nel^ttt’S ouf tntd^. 

Srofdj., @(^offt t:^r ein gute§ @Io8, fo WoHen tnir.eud^ Io6en. 
Slur ge6t nid^t gor ju fletnc ?Proben ; 

S)enn ttienn jubtctren jolt, 

SSerlong’ id^ oud^ ba§ 2 RouI red^t 60II. 2255 

sttima^ei: (letfe). Sie fitib bom SR^cinc, Wie id^ f|)ure. 
soieobifiobbcies- ©d^offt cinett SBo^rer on I 
iBtantiev. 98 o 8 ^olt mit bem gefd^c|nV 

l^obt bod^ nid^t bie gaffer bor ber Spre ? 

9(ttmabct. S)al)inten pt ber 2 Birf^ ein Sorbd^en SSSerljeug 
ftep. 

a«e|»*>iftobbelc« (niiumt ben ®ot;rcr). 

(3u Stof(!».) 

91 un fogt, wa§ milnfdEiet ip ju PmedEen ? 2260 

gtofi^. S 3 ie meint ip ba§‘? $obt ip fo mond^erlei? 
swebbJftoVbeieS'. Sd^ pH’ eibcm ieben frei. 

9 (Umabc« (jii grofdj). 9 Ip ! bu fongft fd^on on, bie £ipeii 
obsutccten. 

Srofi®. @ut! menn p loopcn foil, fo loiE id^ SRpntoein 
pben. 

S)o§ SBoterlonb berleip bie oHerbeften @oben. ' 2265 
awcbbtftobbelcb (inbem er on bein iPIafe, >«o grcfcb ftp, ein 
?oel) in ben 3 :ifcbronb bopt). 

SSerfd^offt ein toenig bie ffJfrofjfen glep ju madden ! . 

aiumaber* Sld^, ba§ finb fJofd^enffjielerfod^en 1 
anebbiftobbeies (l« aSranber). Unbip? 
teeanbee. SdEl tbiH ©pmfjognertbcm, 

Unb red^t muffirenb fott er fep ! 

fco^rtj einec l^at tnbcffen bie aBfl(^«^fvo^jfen gcmad^t 
unt »erflovtft.) 

3 Jlon lonn n* 4 t ftetS bog grentbe nteiben, 


2276 
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SiEBEL. Hither with it by all means ! I take it upon 
myself. 

Frosch. If you provide a good glass, we will praise you. 
Only don’t give samples all tA) small ; for if I am to 
judge of the quality, I like my mouth right full. 

AmiAYER (astWe). They ’re from the Rhine, as I guess. 

Mephistopheles. Procure a gimlet. 

Bhander. What ’s to be done with it 1 You have not, 1 
presume, the casks at the door 1 

Altmayer. The landlord has a little basket of tools stand- 
ing behind there. 

Mephistopheles {taking the gimlet To Frosch). Now 
say what you would wish to taste 1 

Frosch. How do you mean ? Have you so many sorts ? 

Mephistopheles. I leave it to every one’s choice. 

Altmayer {to Frosch). Aha, you begin to lick your lips 
already ! 

Frosch. Well ! If I am to choose, I will have Rhine- wine. 
The Fatherland bestows the very best of gifts. 

Mephistopheles {boring a hole in the edge of the table, at 
the place where Frosch is sitting). Get a little wax to 
make the stoppers directly. 

Altmayer. Ah, these are juggler’s tricks ! 
Mephistopheles {to Brander). And you ? 

Brander. I^m for champagne, and let it bo right 
sparkling ! 

(Mephistopheles bores ; one of them has meanwhile made the 
wax-corks and stopped the holes. ) 

One cannot always avoid what is foreign ; the good 
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2271-22^4 


®ute liegt iin§ oft fo fern. 

@in dd)ter beutfdjcr 9Kanu mag feinen gran^en teiben, 

^od; Ujre SScine Irinft er gern. 

Sicibci (Inbem ftd; 3}tc)3lnfto^d;eIeg fciiicm 33lage nd^ert). 

Sd; iiiiiB geftcl)!!, ben fauern mag id; nid)t. 

@ebt mir ciu ©la^ Oom ddjten fiigen ! 2275 

2 yic^j^ifto^>i)crc« ( 6 obrt). @ud^ fod fogteid^ Sofaier fUc^en. 
2 (rtmrtt)cr. S^eiit, §errcjt, fel^t mir in§ @efid;tl 
^dj fcl}’ ein, iljr ^abt im^ nur gum 93 eften. 

®i! @i! mit fotd)en ebfen ©dftcu 
SftSdr’ e§ ciu bifjd)en Diet gemngt. 2280 

©efd^miub ! 9hir grab’ I)erau§ gefngt ! 
dJtit mctd;em SSciuc fauu id; bicucu ? 

9(rt«m;)cv. jebcm I 9^ur nid;t tang gcfragt ! 

(iUad;tcm lie Socket atlc getofirt uub finb.) 

(mit feltfamen (^eberben). 

2 ;raubeu trdgt ber SSeiuftod, 

^brucr ber 3iegeubod I ^285 

®cr Sl^ciu ift faftig, bie Stebeu, 

S)er ptgerue 3:ifd; faun SBeiu oud; gebeu. 

®iu tiefer 93Ud iu bie 3^tatur I 
§ier ift ciu SBuuber, gtaubet uur ! 

5 Jluu gieljt bie ^4§fro))feu, nub geuiefet 1 2290 

91 Uc (inbem ftc bic ^Jiropfeu giel^eu iiuD iebeni ber bcrlangte Scin 
inS Iduft). 

O fc^ouer Sruuueu, ber uu§ fliegt I 
a>ic<ii)iftD^i)cic«. 9?ur Ijiitet eucl^, bag i^r mir uid;t§ t 3 ergief 3 tl 

(@ic triufcii njictcv^cU.) 

ante (fiitQen). Un§ ift gottj fonnibolifc^ 

3U§ tt)ie fiinf^unbert ©ouen I 
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lies often so far from us. A true German cannot bear 
Frenchmen, but he willingly drinks their wiiK'.s. 

SiKBKL {ivhile Mephistopiieles approaches his place). I 
must own, 1 don’t like it acid ; give me a glass of genuine 
sweet. 

^Iephistophet.es {boring. Tokay shall How forthwith for 
you. 

Ar/i'MvVYER. No, gentlemen, look me in the face ! 1 per- 

ceive you are only making game of us. 

Mepiitstophei.es. Heyday ! AVith such noble guests, it 
would be a little bit high-hazarded. Quick 1 Only 
speak out at once ! W'hat wine may J serve you with 

Ai;rMAYKii. AATth any. Only don’t be long asking ! 

Mei^HTSI’opueIjES {7ailh slrangc gesticres^ after all the holes 
are bored and stopped). ‘ The vine bears gi*a])cs, the he- 
goat horns. AVine is jnicy, vines ai-e wood. The wooden 
table can also yield wine. A deep glance into nature ! 
Here is a miracle ; only have faith ! ’ 

Xow draw the stoppers and drink ! 

All {lidiile they dra^v the stoppers and the desired ivine runs 
into each onds glass). Oh ])cautiful spring, that Hows 
for us ! 

Mephistopheles. Only take care that you spill me no- 
thing. 

( 'they drink ?'epcatedly.) 

{si?tging). ‘ AVe are as jolly as cannibals, like five 
hundred swine ! ’ 
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Sotf ift frei ! ©ei^t on, wie tool^rs i]|m 

()e^t 1 2295 

Sonfi. Suft nun objufa'^ren. 

mepf)ift0piefeS. ®ieb nur crft Sld^t I bie SBeftialitcit 
SSirb fid) gor l^crrlid; offenboren. 

SiePet (trinft unOorftcbtig ; iicr ®ein flie^t nuf bie @rbe mib 
a'irb jur Slamme). 

$elft I geuer 1 t)cift 1 2 )ie brennt ! 

»lc)>bifto)»bele8 (bie Stamme bcfpvecbenb). 

©e^ ru^ig, freunblid^ ©fentent I 2300 

(3u fccm ^jffcncit.) 

giir biennial Wax e§ nur ciii 2 ro))fen gegefeuer. 

2Ba§ foH ba^ fclju? SSact’ 1 i^r be 5 a§It e§ 
teener I 

fc^einet, baf? xi)x nu§ uid^t fennt. 

^rofcft« £af^ @r ung ba§ 5uni jtncitemnale bteiben I 
aittmaijcr. bdd)t’, tuir ^tefeeu i^n gan^ fad^te feitludrt^ 
geliu. 2305 

©feaci. 2 Sa§, §err ? (Sr mitt fid^ unterftefien, 

Unb t)ter jetn treiben ? 

mepwti}\)\)cXc9. ©till, alte§ SBcinfaf3 ! 

Sejeuftiel I 

tniUft un§ gar nod^ grob bcgegnen ? 

SSart nur ! foHen ©d^ldge regnen! 2310 

9 Cltm<tt)ei; eineu 9^fro^3f anS bem S^ifdb; e§ ftmngt 
geuer entgcgen). 
gd^ brenn’ ! id^ brennc I 

S^^tiberei ! 

©togt 511 1 ber Seri ift bogetfrci I 

(@ic jicl^en t>tc aiieffcc unl>i 3 cl^cn aiif 2Jicplifto^)]^e(c« (o?,) 
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Mephistopheles. These people are free ; see how they 
enjoy themselves. 

Faust. I should like now to depart. 

Mephistopheles. Only attend first; their brutishness 
will display itself right gloriously. 

SlEBEL (drifiks carelessly ; the wine pours oti the ground and 
turns to flame). Help ! Fire ! Help ! Hell is burning ! 

Mephistopheles {conjuring tJu flaines). Be still, friendly 
element ! {To the fellotv.) This time, it was only a little 
drop of purgatory. 

SlEBEL. What means that h Wait ! you shall pay dearly 
for it ! It seems that you do not know us. 

Fjioscjh. Leave you that alone another time ! 

Altmayer. I think we should bid him be off quietly. 

SlEBEL. What, Sir ! You will presume to work your 
hocus-pocus here ? 

Mephistopheles. Silence, old wine-cask ! 

SlEBEL. Broomstick ! Will you use us rudely into the 
bargain ? 

Brander. Just wait ! It shall rain blows ! 

Altmayer. {draivs the stopper from the table ; fire springs 
out against him). I burn ! I burn ! 

SlEBEL. Magic ! Thrust home ! The knave is outlawed ! 

{They draw their knives y and make for Mephistopheles.) 
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(mit crnfl^after ©cberbe). 

3 at)(^ ©eBilb unb SSort 
SSeranberu ©inn nnb 0 rt I 
@el)b I)ier nnb bort ! 

(Sic fleficn cvfiaunt unb fcl^cn cinanbcr an.) 

ant mtti)cr. 5^0 bin id) ? 2 Betd)e§ jd)bne Sanb I 
SSeinbercie! Sel)’ id) red^t ? 

©tciici. Unb S^ranbcn gleid^ gur |)anbl 

iiStiiitbcr. §ter nntcr biefem griinen £onbc, 

©et)t, )ue(d) cin ©tod ! fet)t, toctd)C 2 :ranbe ! 

(®c fafjt Sicktu bci tcc S^lafc; tic antcni tf^iin e§ incdjfclfcitig unb l^cbcn 
bic iWcffcr.) 

9 nc^i)ifto^i)c(cd (n'ie oben). 3rrtt)nm, ta§ lo§> ber ^(ugeu 
Sanb ! 2320 

Unb merit end), mic ber Senfcl ipaRc I 

(@r bcrfc^tninbct luit Sauft ; bic (&3cfcncn fal)vcrt nu8 cinanbcr.) 

^icfteu giebt’^ ? 
antiurttjer. 2Bie? 

Sfvuf rt). SBar ba^ beine ^^afe ? 

«irattt>cv (511 ©ic6c(). Unb beine l)ab’ id) in ber ^anb ! 
antiiitttjcv. mar cin ©d)Iag, ber ging bnrd^ adc ©liebcr! 

©d)afft eiiien ©tul)l I id) finle nieber. 2325 

^tof 9 ^cin, jagt mir nur, ma§ ift gcid)e!^n V 
^icPcU SSo ift ber tot ? ®enn id) it)n fpiire, 

@r foil mir nid)t lebcnbig gct)n I 
antitt(it|cr. 3d) fetbft t)inan§ 5nr Mertt)nrc 

2(nf einem gaffe reitcn febn 2330 

tiegt mir bteijdinier in ben gii^en. 

(Sicl(> na(^ bcm 5rifc|>c Jucnbcnb.) 

SKeiii 1 SoIIte ber SSeiii nod^ ftie^en ? 

Zittti. Setrug toar offeS, Sug unb Sd^ein. 
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Mephistopiieles i^vith solemn gesture). False form and 
word change sense and place ! Be here and there ! 

( They stand amazed^ and gaze at each other. ) 

Ai/I’MAYER. Where am I ? What a hcaiitiful country ! 
Fkosch. Vineyards ! Do I see aright 1 
SiEBKL. And grapes close at hand ! 

Brandeii. See here, under this green foliage, what a stem ! 
8oe, what a bunch ! 

(//e seizes Sieiiki. by the nose. The others do the same reciprocally^ 

, and raise their knives . ) 

Mephistopheles {as before). Error, loosen the bandage of 
their eyes ! And mark ye, how the devil jests ! 

{He disappears tvith I^'aus'J'. 'J'he fellows start hack from one 
another. ) 

SiEPiEL. What’s the matter? 

Ai/i'mayer. How? 

Frosuh. Was that your nose ? 

Brander {to Siebel), And I liave yours in .my hand ! 
Al'I’MAYER. It was a shock which went through all one’s 
limbs ! Grct a chair, I am sinking. 

Frosch. No, do but tell me ; what has happened ? 

Siebel. Where is the fellow ? If I track him he shall not 
get away alive ! 

Altmayer. I saw him myself ride out at the cellar-door on 
a cask. — My feet feel as heavy as lead ! {Turning towards 
the table.) My ! I wonder whether the wine is running 
still ? 

Siebel. All was cheat, lying, and sham. 
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gauft 

Svofi^. 9)?ir bciud^te bod^, afg trSnl’ ic^ SSSein. 
iBcanber. Slbcr Wte War mit ben Srauben ? 2335 

aciimabei!' 91 mi fafl’ mir ein§, wan |ott fein SSunber gtaubenl 


^ercnfiicbe. 

9luf etiicm nicbrigcn ^evbc fic^t ctn grower itejycf iifccr tern Scucr. 3n tern 35ambfc, 
bcr bavon in tic *§of)c ftcigt, jcigcn fic^ ijeifc^iebenc ©cflattcn. @itte SD'^eevfa^e 
fi^t tci bcm J?cffc( unb fd;aumt tl^n, unb fovgt, bap er ubctlfluft. 3Dcc 
SOVeerfatet mit ben Sungen baneben itnb mftrmt jic^. SBfinbe unb JDccfe 
finb mit bcm fettfamfien Jpcjcenl^aiigratft aii«gcfc^murft. 

Sail ft. SKir tuiberftel)t ba§ tolle B^ubermefen I 
8Serfprirf)ft bu ntir, ii) foH geneien 
Sn biefem SSBuft Don 9 ?aferei? 

SJerlang’ ic^ 9 {at^ Don einem atten SSeibe V 2340 

Hub fdiafft bte 0ubetfod)erci 

SBo^t breifiig ^aljxc mir Dorn Sieibe ? 

SBel} mir, menn bn nicf;t§ Seffer^ mei§t ! 

©rf)on ift bie ^ioffitung mir Derfd)tt)mtbcn. 

§at bie Statur unb t)at ein ebter ©eift 2345 

9 ^icbt irgeub einen Satfnm au§gefunben ? 

»icf)t>ifto^f>cic«. 3 Jlein Si^eunb, nun fpridjft bu mieber flug ! 
®id) 311 Derjiingeu giebt’§ aud^ ein naturlid^ 3 JlitteI; 

Sldeiit e§ ftebt in einem mtbern Sud^, 

Unb ift ein munberlid^ Kapitet. 2350 

;5<ittft. miffen. 

mcpWioppcU 4 . ©lit I ein 3 RitteI, ot;ne ©elb 

Unb Slrjt unb S^iuberei ju l^aben 1 
Segieb bid) gteic^ l^inauS auf§ 
gang’ an ^u leaden unb ju graben, 

©r^alte bid^ unb beinen ©inn 2355 
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Frosch. It seemed to me, though, as if I was drinking 
wine. 

Brander. But how was it with the grapes 'I 
Altmayer. Now let any one tell me that one must not 
believe in miracles ! 


Witch’s Kitchen. 

{On a low hearth stands a large caldron over the fn^e. In the vapour 
that rises from it appear various figures, A She-Monkky sits by 
the caldron and skims it^ and takes caie that it does not run over. 
7 he He- Mon KEY sits near, ivith the young ones, and warms himself. 
Walls and ceiling are decked out %vith the strangest vo itch furniture. ) 

Faust. Mephistopi [eles. 

Faust. The mad magic revolts me ! Do you promise me 
I shall recover in this chaos of frenzy Do I need 
counsel of an old woman ? And will the mess-cookery 
really take thirty years from my frame ? AVoe ’s me 
if you know of nothing better ! Already hope has 
vanished. Has nature, and has a noble spirit discovered 
no sort of balsam 1 

Mephistopheles. My friend, now again you talk sensibly ! 
There is also a natural means of making you young again ; 
but it is in another book, and is a strange chapter. 

Faust. I desire to know it. 

Mephistopheles. Well ! to have a means without money 
and doctor, and sorcery : betake yourself straightway 
to the field outside ; begin to hoe and to dig j keej) your- 
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Sit etnent 30115 bcpronfteit Sfretfe, 

@niol;re bici^ niit unsemifc^ter S^ieife, 

Set)’ ntit bent SSiel^ ot^ SSiel^, uttb ocbt’ e§ nid^t fiir tRonb, 
Sen StcEer, ben bn ernteft, fetbft 511 biingen ; 

S08 ift bfl§ befte 2Ktttet, gtout)’, 2360 

9 tuf oct)t5t3 S'O^r bid; 5tt beriintgcn I 
Sttuft. ®o§ bin ic^ nid;t gelob^^nt! S<^ town midt; nid^t 
beqnenten, 

Sen ©paten in bie ;^onb 511 ttel)nten. 

Sag engc Sebcn fte^^t niir gar nid^t an. 

3Ket)i)ifio|)i)ctc<i. ©0 iitnfj bcitit bod^ bie .gcje bron 1 2365 

SBoruni benn jnft bag otte SBeib I 
ft'annft bn ben Sronf nid)t fetber bronen ? 

Sag loor’ ein f^oner 3 citi*erttcib ! 

Sd^ tooQt’ inbe§ lt)ot;t tanfenb Sriicfen bancn. 

51 lid;t Jinnft unb SSiffenfdjaft ottcin, 2370 

©ebntb mill bei bent SSJertc feptt. 

(Sin ftiHer @eift ift lang gefd;nftig ; 

Sie Scit nnr ntad;t bie feine ©(itjrnng frdftig. 

Unb alteg, mag basn ge|i 5 rt, 

©g finb gat mnnberbarc ©ad^en ! 2375 

Set Senfct l;at fie’g 5mor gelel^rt ; 

SlEein ber Senfct fonn’g nid)t ntnd;cn. 

(J3)tc IJ^icvc crHitfcnb.) 

©ie]^, metd; ein sierlid^eg @efd;ted^t ! 

Sag ift bie 3 Wagb I bag ift ber ^nei^t ! 

(3u ten ^^icren.) 

(Sg fd^eint, bie gran ift nidfit 5U $onfe ? 2380 

®ie si^icvc. SScint ©d)ntaufe, 

3 tiig bent $aug 

' ©^ornftein ^inaiig ! 
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self and your senses in a thoroughly confined circle ; 
nourish yourself with unmixed food ; live with the benst 
as beast, and think it not robbery yourself to manure 
the land which you reap. That, believe me, is the best 
means of making you young again, up to eighty. 


Faust. I am not used to that ; I cannot bring myself to 
take the spade in hand. The narrow life does not suit 
me at all. 


Mbiphistopiieles. So then, the witch must do nevertheless. 


Faust. But why the old woman in particular ? Cannot 
you brew the drink yourself ? 

Mkphistopueles. That were a pretty pastime ! I would 
build about a thousand bridges in the time. Not art 
and science only, but patience is recpiii'cd for the work. 
A quiet spirit is active at it for years ; time alone makes 
the delicate fermentation strong. And all things that 
pertain to it are very wonderful matters. The devil, 
indeed, has taught it her, but the devil cannot makti it. 
{Perceivhig the Animals.) See, what an elegant breed ! 
That is the lass — that is the lad! [To ///^ ’Animals.) 
It seems your mistress is not at home ? 


The Animals. At the feast, out of the house, out by the 
chimney. 
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SBie lange Jjflegt fie wofil ju fd^toarnten ? 
»ic Sftiete. ©0 long’ toic ttn§ bie iJSfoten iDormen. 2385 
(jii Saufi). S 25 ie finbeft bu bie jorten 

S^iere? 

Sauft. ©0 abgcicf}tnadt, d§ ic^ nur etWag fa^ 1 

Slein, ein S)i§cour§, Joie btefer ba, 

3 ft grabe bcr, ben id^ am liebften fii^re I 

(3u fccu JC^icren.) 

@0 fagt mir bod^, DcrfCuc^te ! 2390 

S8a^ quirtt t^r in bent Srci Return ? 
a:t)icrc. 2 Bir fodjen breite 93 ettetfu)jpcu. 
mcpt)mopi)eic^. S)a l^abt i^r ein gro§ ^Publicum! 

Itcv ftatet (mac^t fiqj ticrOci uin> fq)mciq)clt fccm 

0 loiirffe nur gleidi) 

Unb ma(|e mid^ reic^, 2391; 

Unb lafft mid^ geminnen ! 

@ar fd^ied^t ift’8 befteUt, 

Unb iDdr’ id^ bei ®elb, 

©0 mar’ id| 6ei ©innen. 

a>icj>siftot»f)eic8. SSie gluctlid^ roilrbe fid^ ber Slffe fd^ci^en, 
S 5 nut' er nur auc^ in§ Sotto fe^en 1 2401 

(Sntcffcu Bat'cii tic jungen aJicctfii^cbcn mit einer gropcn Jtugel 9cft»icU 
unb rotten fie terror.) 

itev ^aiev. ift bie SBctt ; 

©ie fteigt unb foHt 
Unb rottt beftiinbig ! 

©ie llingt mie @Io§ ; 2405 

SBie balb bric^t ba§ ? 

3ft ^o:^t inmenbig ; 
tpier gldnjt fie fet)r, 

Unb ^ier nod^ me^r. 
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Mephistopheles. Pray, how long is she usually on the 
rove ? 

Animals. As long as we are warming our paws. 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). Plow do you find the delicate 
animals % 

Faust. As silly as any I ever saw ! 

Me\’HISTOPHELES. Nay, a discouivse like the present is 
precisely what I am fondest of carrying on. (To the 
Animals.) Tell me, pray, accursed puppets, what are 

, you stirring up in the j^ap % 

Animals. We are cooking thin beggars^ broth. 

Mephistopheles. There you have, a largo public. , 

The He-Monkey (comes 7iear a7id fawns 07i Mephisto- 
pheles). Oh do but throw the dice directly, and make 
me rich, and let me win ! Things are very badly 
ordered; and were I in funds, I should be in my wits. 

Mephistopheles. How happy would tlie ape esteem him- 
self, could he but put into the lottery ! 

{Meanwhile the you 7 ig Monkeys have been playing 7vith a large 
globe, and roll it forwards, ) 

He-Monkey. That is the world; it rises and falls, and 
rolls constantly. It rings like glass ; how soon breaks 
that ? It is hollow within. Here it glitters much, and 

M 
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2410-2436 


6in lebenbig ! 2410 

aJZetn fieber @ol^n, 

^alt bid; bnDon I 
S)u fterben I 
@ie ift Uoit 

giebt ©d^erben. 2415 

ancv^iifto^Jbeics. SBaS foil ba§ @teb ? 

»e« «atet (^olt c 3 bftuntfr)- SBarft bu etit ®teb, 

SSSodt’ i^ bic^ glcid; erlennen. 

(Gr liluft jiiv J^Hun unb lApt fic burc^fc^en.) 

©iel; burd; ba<» Sieb ! 

©rlennft bu bcit Sieb, 2420 

Hub bar^ft i^n uidtit uenncn ? 

a>ie)i()ifto:D^e(cd (ftcb bem |?eucr ndbetnb). llnb biefet ? 
Sbrtter uiib Set (ilberuc Sro^jf 1 

(Sr tcunt uid)t bcu So^jf, 

@r feunt nic^t bcu ft'cffel ! 2425 

Uul^iiflid;c§ SI;ier! 

®ct Sate*. ScH aSJebet niium ^ier, 

Unb fe^’ bid^ iu ©effel I 

(6r notI;i3t ben 311 fitjcn.) 

Sait ft (nje^er bicfc 3cit fiber tor cincm (g^bicgcl gejianben, fic^ ibm batb gciulf^ert 
brtib bon i^m cntfcrnt f}at). 

SBng feiy ic5 ? SBeld; ein l^immlifd^ 93 ilb 

3 eigt fic^ iu biefem 3 ttw 6 crfl)iegel I 2430 

D 2iebe, lei^e mir ben fd^nellpeu beiner gtiigel, 

Unb fu^re utid^ in i^r (Sefilb I 
2td^, luenn id^ uid^t ouf bie^et ©teCe bleibe, 

2Benn id^ es toage, no^ ju geljn, 

®ann id^ fie nur ats tt)ie ini Sllebet fe^u 1 — 

®o8 f^bnftc SBilb non einem SBcibe I 


2435 
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here still more. I am lively ! My dear son, keep thee 
therefrom ! Thou must die ! It is of clay ; there will 
be potsherds. 

Mepuistopheles. What is the sieve for ? 

The He-Monkey {takes it dowii), Wert thou a thief, I 
should know thee directly. {He runs to the She-Monkey, 
and makes her look through.^ Look through the sieve ! 
Dost thou recognise the thief, and darest not name him % 


Mephistopheles {approaching the fire). And this pot ? 

He and She-Monkeys. The silly ninny ! lie knows not 
the pot, he knows not the caldron ! 

Mephietopheles. Uncivil beast ! 

11e-Monkey. Take here the whisk, and sit on the settle. 

{He makes Mephistophelks sit,) 

Faust (avho, all this tinie^ has been standing before a ?nirro/\ 
now approaching and now receding from it). What do 
I see ? What a heavenly image shows itself in this 
magic mirror ! Oh I^ove, lend me the swiftest of thy 
wings, and bear me to her region ! Ah, when I do not 
remain on this spot, when I venture to go near, I can 
only see her as in a mist ! — The loveliest image of a 
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2437-2460 




3ft’S mogtid^, ift baS SSeib fo fd^on? 
aKu§ td^ on btefem ^ingeftredten Seibe 
Sen Sitbcgriff non oHen §immcln fe^n ? 

@0 ethjos finbet fid^ ouf ©rbcn ? 2440 

JiotMid^, ttJenii ein @ott fi(^ crfl fed^S 

Soge^jlogt, 

Unb felbft ont @nbe S 3 rabo fogt, 

So inu^ e§ njo§ ©efd^eibteS loerbcn. 
giir btcSmol fie^ bi^ intnier fott ; 

3^ ioei§ btr fo ein ©d^o^dfien ouSjuffjiiten, 2445 

Unb fetig, ioer bn8 gnte ©c^idEfoI f(ot, 

Site SSroutigom fie l^eiinjitful^ren ! 

(Saufl fic^t immcvfovt in ben @^ncgct. 9)Jcb&tjlobt}ctc8, fid|j in bcm @cffct 
bc^ncnb unb mit bcm 2Bcbcl fpicicnb, fiibrt fovt ju fvrcd;en.) 

§ier fife’ icfe loie ber Siinig ouf bent Sferone ; 

Sen Befetev feolt' idl) feier, c§ fefelt nur nod^ bie ®rone. 

(Ujclc(»e adcrlci mnnbcrlici^jc .^Bcmcgungcn buvc^ cinanbcr 

gcmac^t r;a6cn, bvingcn bcm a)Jcv^ijiiH'^cle6 cine Jtvcnc mit gropcm (Scfc^vci). 

0 fefe boefe fo gnt, 2450 

SJiit ©d^Weife unb mit SSlut 
Sie trone ju leimen I 

(@ie gc^cn ungcfd[iirft mit ber Jlronc um unb jcvbrcd^fcn fic in jhjci 0tucfc. 
mit njcld(ien fie j^ernnifpringcn.) 

9 lun ift e§ gefd^efen 1 
28 ir reben unb fefen, 

SBir febren unb reimen ! 2455 

afauft (gegen Ont ©viegd). SSefe mir 1 i(fe loerbe fefeier berrueft. 

(nuf bie Sfeiere beuteiib). SRuii ffingt mir on 
foft felbft ber Sofef p fd^ioonlen. 

®ie snute. Unb wenn eS unS gliidEt, 

Unb wenn eS ftefe fd^idt, 

©0 finb eg @ebon!en. 


2460 
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woman ! Is it possible ? — is woman so lovely Must 
I see in this recumbent form the epitome of all the 
heavens 1 Is there aught like it upon earth ? 

Mephistopiieles. Naturally when a God first drudges for 
six days, and himself says bjnvo at the end, something 
clever must come of it. For this time, by all means, 
look your fill. I know how .to find such a darling for 
you ; and happy he who has the good destiny to bear 
her home as a bridegroom ! 

(Faust continually in the mirror. Mephistovheles, 

stretching himself on the settle^ and playing with the iv/iisk, 
continues to speak . ) 

Here I sit, like the king on his throne ; here I hold the 
sceptre ; the crown alone is lacking. 

The Animals (which hitherto have been making co7ifusedly 
all sorts of strange movements^ bring a crown to MEPHl;^TO- 
PIIELES with loud cries). Oh do be so good as to glue 
the crown with sweat and with blood ! ( They hatidle the 

crow7i atvkwardly^ and break it into two pieces^ with which 
they skip about.) Now it is done 1 We sjieak and sec, 
we hear and rhyme ! 

Faust (before the mirror). Woe ’s me ! I am becoming 
almost distracted. 

Mephistopheles (pointhig to the Animals). My own head 
almost begins to reel now. 

The Animals. And if we are lucky, and if things fit, then 
they are thoughts ! 



182 


^auft 


2461-2481 


SSuttf* (wif p6eti). SDZetn SBufen fangt mir on ju brennen ! 

©ntferncn tuir un§ nur gefc^tninb 1 
mep^iHopffeie^ (in obiger SttQung). 92 un, toenigfteng mug 
mon belennen, 

®ag eS oufrid^tige 5 poetcn pnb. 

(Der Jtcffel, tuelc^eii tic Jtft^in Ha^cr au^cr 9lc^t gclaffcn, fftngt an ubcrju* 
taufcnj c3 ent|lcr;t cine grope Stammc, ioelc^e jum ©d^ocnftcin ]^inaua> 
fcf>lAgt. JDtc -&cre fommt burc^ btc Slamme mit cntfe^lic^jcm ©cfc^rci 
l^eruntcrgcfal^rcn.) 

ate $eje. 3 lul Stu ! Slu! 2lul 2465 

S8erbontmte§ 3 ;t)ter I nerflud^te ©on ! 

SSerfoumft ben S?effel, toerfengft bie grou ! 

SBerflud^teS S^tcr I 

(Saufl II nb 9)Jcp^ijloi>^ctca crMidcnb.) 

2Ba§ tft bo§ ^ier ? 

SBcr je^b il^r ^)^n ? 2470 

S 5 a 8 tnottt igr bo ? 

• SBcr ftd^ ein ? 

! 5 )ie geuerpein 
@ud^ in§ ©ebein 1 

(8ic mit bem @d(>aumt6ffc( in ben Jtcffel unb fpri^t Sftammen nadj> Sfauft, 
SRcb^iftovl^elca unb ben Jl^ieren. 5Dic Jl^icre tuinfeln.) 

(metc^cr ben SBcbct, ben cr in ber -^aub wmfe^rt unb 
unter bie ©fftfer unb Jtobfc fc^tflgt). 

©ntjmei ! entjiwei I 2475 

liegt ber Srei 1 
liegt boS ®lo§ ! 
ift nur ©pog, 

®er 3:oct, bn 8lo§, 

Bn betiter SKelobei. 2480 

(3nbcm tic <^erc ooU ©rimin unb ^ntfe^en gurueftritt.) 

©rfennft bu ntid^ ? ©eritj^je ! ©d^enjol bn ! 
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Faust (as above). My bosom begins to burn. Let us only 
begone quickly ! 


Mkphistophelks. Well, one must at least confess that 
they are candid poets. 

{The caldron^ which the Siik-Monkky has hithe^io left without 
attention, begins to run over ; there arises a great flame, which 
shoots out tip the chimney. The Witch comes careering down 
through the flame with horrible cries . ) 


The Witch. Ow, ow, ow, ow ! Damned beast ! Cursed 
sow ! Thou neglectcst the caldron, scprchest thy mis- 
tress ! Cursed beast ! (^Perceiving Faust atid Mrphlsto- 
PflELES.) What is that here ^ Who are you herp 
What want you there 1 Who slunk in ? The torment 
of fire into your bones ! 

{She dips the skim ming’ ladle into the cahbvn, and sprinkles flames 
at Faust, Mei’IIis roPHELES, and the Animals. The Animals 
xvhimper . ) 


Mkphistopheles (^who reverses the whisk which he holds in 
his hand, and strikes among the glasses and pots). To 
pieces ! To pieces ! There lies the pap 1 There lies 
the glass ! It is but a jest — the time, thou carrion, to 
thy tune ! 

( While the Wi rCH steps back, full of rage and amazement.) 

T3ost thou know me ? Skeleton 1 Thou monster ! Dost 
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^auft 


2482-2511 


(Srfennft bu beinen ^ertn unb SDletfter ? 

SBa§ pit mid^ ob, fo jc^lag’ id^ ju, 

Serfd^mettre bic^ itnb betne ®a^engetfter I 

§aft bu Dorm rotl^en 3B(imm§ nid^t me^r 31efl)ect ? 2485 

^Januft bu bie ^lal^tienfeber ntdf;t crfcitnen ? 

^ab’ id^ bteg 5tngeftd[;t Derftedtt? 

©oil id^ mtd^ ettod felber nenuen ? 

®ic $cEc. D §err, ocrjei^t ben ro^en @ru§ ! 

©el)’ id^ bod^ leineu ^ferbefu^, 2490 

SBo finb beun eure bciben 9 iobeu ? 
soie))D<fto))beie». giir bieSutal fommft bu fo baOon ; 

®enn freiltdl) ift e§ elite SBetle fd^on, 
loir un§ ntcl)t gefe^eu l^aben. 

Slud^ bic ©ultur, bie alle SBelt belecft, 2495 

^at duf ben Sle^tfel ftd^ erftrecEt ; 

S)d§ norbifdfie ipi)dntom ift nun nid^t nie^r 511 fc^duen ; 

SBo fiei^ft bu Corner, ©dimeif unb Stinuen ? 

Unb tod§ ben g«l3 betrifft, ben id) nid^t iniffen fonn, 

$er luiirbe inir bei Senten fi^dben ; 25°° 

©drum bebieu’ id^ mic^, toie mnnc^er junge 9 Kann, 

©eit Dielen Sol)ren fdlfd^er SSdben. 

®ic $esc (tanjcnb). ©inn unb SSerftnnb oerlier’ i^ fd^iei'/ 
©cl)’ id^ ben ©ntnn toieber l^ier 1 

aRe))()ifta)tt)cies. ©eit S'idmen, SBeib, berbitt’ id^ mirl 2505 
®ie $e£e. SBunim? SBdS l^dt er eud) getl^dit ? 

@r ift fd^on Inng in§ gdbelbud^ ge^ 

fd^rieben ; 

Slllein bie SDienfd^en finb nid)t§ beffer bran : 

©en S 38 fen finb fie loS, bie Sbfen finb geblicben. 

®u ncnnft mic^ $err S 3 nron, fo ift bie ©dd^e gut ; 2510 

bin ein ©obolier, ttiie dnbre Sdbnliere. 
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thou know thy lord and master? What hinders me 
from hitting out — from dashing thee and thy monkey- 
spirits to pieces ? Hast thou no more any respect for 
the red doublet ? Canst thou not recognise the cock’s 
feather ? Have I concealed this face ? Must I perad- 
venture name myself ? 

The Witch. Oh master, pardon the rough greeting ! Why, 
I see no cloven foot ! Where, then, are both your 
ravens ? 

Mephistopheles. This time you will get off so ; for 
certainly it is some while since we have seen each other. 
Culture also, which licks all the world into shape, has 
extended to the devil. The Northern phantom is now 
no more to be seen. Where do you see horns, tail, and 
claws ? And as regards the foot, which I cannot do 
without, it would damage me with people; theiefore 
these many years I have availed myself, like many a 
young man, of false calves. 

The Witch (dancing), I am almost losing my wits, to see 
Squire Satan here again ! 

Mephistopheles. The name, woman, I deprecate. 

The Witch. Why ? AVhat has it done to you ? 

Mephistopheles. It has long since been relegated to the 
fable-book; but men are nothing the better for that. 
They are rid of the Evil One ; the evil ones have 
remained. If you call me Baron, that will do very 
well. I am a cavalier, like other cavaliers. You do 
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2512-2533 


S)u jhjeifelft ni^t on metnem eblcn ®Iut ; 

@te^ ^er, bog ift boS SBo^j^jen, bog ic^ ffll^re I 

(@r mac^t cine unanfiilnbigc ©ebem.) 

®ie ^eje unmdfig). §al ]§oI bog ift in enter Slrt! 

S^r fei)b ein ©d^elnt, ttjie i^r nnr imntcr tnort. 2515 

ane|>]^ifto|)9eie8 (ju fjmijl). SKein gteunb, bog lerne too^l 
toerftelin ! 

®ieg ift bie Slrt, niit ^ejen unijugebn. 

®te $esc. 5 llun fogt, i^r $erren, tnog i^t f(i^offtI 
3>tet)«{ftii)*^eied. Silt gittcg ®Iog tjon bent belonnten ©oft! 
®od6 ntn^ id^ end^ umg oltfte bitten ; 2520 

S)ie Qo^re bof)betn fcine S'roft. 

®ie $ese. ®or gem I |»ter l^ob’ id^ cine f5lof(^e, 

Slug ber id^ felbft juweilen nofd^c, 

®ie oud^ ni(^t me^r im minbften ftinit ; 

3 d^ toiH enc^ gern ein ®logd^en gcben. 2525 

S)od^ inenn eg biefcr SRonn nnuorbcreitet trinlt, 

©0 fonn er, toifit i^r loo^l, nidl;t einc ©tunbe leben. 

@g ift ein gutcr greunb, bent eg gcbei^en foU; 
Sd^ gbnn’ il^nt gern bog 93 cfte beiner SJud^c. 

3ie^ beinen Sreig, fprid^ beine ©ftriid^e, 2530 

Unb gieb i^nt eine S^offe boll ! 

(Die J^ejee mit fettfamen ©cbevfcen, jie^t ciiicii ilrei« unb fleflt njunbevbaie <Snci(jcn 
^inein • tnbeffen faiigen bie ©tAfcr an ju fUngen, tie Jleffet gu tonen, unb mac^cn 
QUiifif. 3ulc^c btingt fic ein gro^e^ i8ub(^, flelU bie OHceefa^en in ben Jlrei«, 
bie ibr gum ^?u(t bienen unb bie Saifcln fatten miiffcn. @ie minft Sfaufien, gu 
i^c gu treten. ) 

aaiift (gu SWebbiftob'^eteg). Stein, foge ntir, tnog foH bog 
nterben ? 

®og toHc 3e«9, i>ie rofenben ©eberben, 
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not doubt of my noble blood; sec hero, that is the 
scutcheon which I bear ! 

makes an unseemly gesture , ) 

Thk Witch (laughs immoderately), Ha ! ha ! that is iii 
your style ! You are a rogue, as you always were ! 

Mkpiiistophelks {to Faust). My friend, learn to under- 
stand that well ! This is the way to deal with witches. 

The Witch. Now say, gentlemen, Avhat is your pleasure ? 

Mephtstotheles. a good glass of the well-known juice ! 
But, I must beg you, of the oldest; years double its 
strength. 

The Witch. Most willingly ! Here I have a flask, out 
of which I myself occasionally sip; which, besides, no 
longer stinks in the least; I will willingly give you a 
glass. (Aside,) But if this man drinks it unprepared, 
he cannot, you know well, live an hour. 

Mephistopheles. He is a good friend, whom it is meant 
to benefit. He is welcome, for my part, to the best of 
your kitchen. Draw your circle, say your sentences, 
and give him a cup full ! 

{T/te Witch, with extraordinary gestures , draws a circle^ and places 
strange things within it ; meanwhile the glasses begin to ringy the 
caldrons to sound and make music. Lastly ^ she brings a great book, 
places the Monkeys in the circle, who are made to serve her for a 
desk, and to hold the torch. She signs to I^'AIJST to come to her , ) 

l^' vusT (to Mephistopheles). No, tell me, what is to come 
nf it? The mad stuff, the raving gestures, the most 
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2534-2561 


®er abgefd^madEtefte SBetrug, 

©tnb nitr befannt, cerl^a^t genug. 2535 

a»e|»^)if»«n»^ieie8. @i, ipoffeit I ®a8 ift nur gum Sodden ; 
©e^ nur nici^t ciu fo ftrcnger SJlann 1 
Sie ntu§ at8 Slrjt cut §ofu8^)o!u8 nta^en, 
ber ©aft bir wol^l gebeiljen fanii. 

{(Bt nctl^igt Sauficn, in ten JJrctS jn treten.) 

ate $ese (ntit groper ©inv^afe fangt an au8 bem Siicpe gu 
bectamiren). 

®u mu^t berfte'^n I 2540 

Slug ®in8 ntad^’ 

Unb 3 ft>ei lafe ge^n, 

Unb ®ret ntad^’ gleidp, 

©0 bift bu retc^. 

SSerlier’ bic SSier I 2545 

91 it§ giinf unb ©ec^S, 

©0 fagt bic ^ce’, 

SJiacip’ ©ieben unb Sldpt, 

©0 ift’8 tooHbrodpt I 

Unb 9 ?eun ift @in8, 2550 

Unb ift S'einS. 

®a8 ift bag §eEen«@inniatein8 ! 

Sauft. SJlid^ bunft, bte Silte ffjridpt im gieber. 
3 neg*f)iftofi^eic 8 . ®a8 ift uodp langc ni(^t boriiber ; 

fenn’ eg njolpl, fo flingt bag gauge Su(^. 2555 

'^obe ntandpe Beit bantit berloren, 

®cnn ein ooHfornmner SBiberfpruc^ 

©teibt gleidp ge^eintnipboH fur Kluge Wie fiir 3 ;^oren. 

3 )lein greunb, bie Kunft ift alt unb neu ; 

@g toor bie 2lrt gu alien Beiten, 2560 

S)urdp Srei unb Sing, unb Sing unb S)rei 
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absurd imposture are well known to me, and odious 
enough. 


Mephistopheles. Oh, nonsense ! That is only fit to laugh 
at ; only don’t be so austere a man ! She must, as 
doctor, make a hocus-pocus, whereby the juice may 
agree well with you. 

{He makes Faust enter the circle.) 


The Witch {begins to declawi with great emphasis from the 
book). ‘ Thou must understand ! Of one make ten, and 
let two go, and make three even ; so wilt thou bo 
rich. Drop the four ! Out of five and six, so says the 
witch, make seven and eight ; so it is accomplished : 
and nine is one, and ten is none. That is the witch’s 
Once-one’s-one.’ 


Faust. It seems to me, the old woman is talking in fever. 


Mephistopheles. It is not over yet by a good deal. 
I know it well ; so rings the whole book. I have lost 
many an hour with it ; for a perfect contradiction 
remains equally mysterious for wise men and for fools. 
My friend, the art is old and new. It was the way at 
all times through three and one, and one and three to 
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2562-2588 


Srrt^um ftatt SBa^r^eit ju tterbreiten. 

©0 unb le^rt man ungeftort ; 

9 Ser milt jid^ mlt ben Slnrr’n befaffen 
©emb^ultd^ gtaubt ber 9 Kenfd^, menn ec nur SBorte prt, 
miiffc fid^ babct bod^ aud^ mn8 benfen taffen. 2560 

®ie 0 ese (fal^rt fort). 

®ie tiol^e Sfraft 
®cr SBiffenfd^aft, 

2)er gonjen SBett berborgen ! 

Uitb mcr nidl)t benlt, 2570 

jDem mifb fie gef(^cntt, 

@v t)at fie ot)ne ©orgen. 

Snuft. SBoS fagt fie un§ fiir Unfiun bor'? 
mirb mir gleidl) bev Sfovf jcrbredien. 

SRid^ biinW, id^ ein ganjeS 2575 

9 Son tiunbcrttnufenb 9 iarren ffjrcdlieu. 
anetyigiftoti^eied. ©ettug, genug, 0 trefftidfie ©ibljDel 
©icb beinen iEranf Ijerbei, nnb fiittc 
®ie ©d^nle rafdl) bi§ an ben Sionb I)inon ; 

®entt meinem f^renub mirb biefer Urunf nid^t fd^aben : 2580 
@r ift ein SRann bon bieten ©rnben, 

®cr mond^en gnten ©d^tucf getljan. 

(2)ic JQcxe, mit ticfen (5«rcmonicn, f(peuft ben Jlranf in cine <Bcp(iU; tvie 
fie 5aufi an ten 9)iunt) bvin^t, cntflcl^t cine rci(i()te Siamme.) 

9 lur frif(^ fiinnnter 1 Smnter ju 1 
mirb bit gteid^ ba 0 §erj erfreuen. 

Sift mit bem Xenfel bit nnb bn, 2585 

Unb millft bidl) bor ber gtamme fc^euen ? 

(5)ie ‘^eqe lofl ben Steig. Sniifi tritt l^crauS.) 

91 un frifd^ ^inauS 1 ®u barfft nii^t ru^n. 
atie $ese> f(R 5 g’ eud^ ba§ ©d^litdEd|en moI)I be^agen! 
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spread error instead of truth. So people prate and 
teach undisturbed. Who wants to meddle with the 
dolts Man usually believes, if he only hears words, 
that surely something also admits of being thought 
thereby. 


Thk Witch (^continues), ‘The high power of knowledge 
hidden from the whole world ! And he who thinks 
not, to him it is granted ; he has it without trouble.’ 


Faust. What nonsense is she reciting to us ? My head 
will split directly. Mesccras, I hear a whole chorus of a 
hundred thousand zanies talking. 


Mephistopheles. Enough, enough, Oh cxcellcTit Sibyl ! 
(live here thy drink, and quickly fill the cup up to the 
l)rim ; for this draught will not harm my friend. He 
is a man of many degrees, who has made many a good 
gulp. 

{The Wri'cif, ivith many ceremonies^ pours the drink into a cup. As 
Faust brings it to his month, a light Jlatfie arises.) 

C^uick, down with it 1 Don’t hesitate ! It will at once 
gladden your heart. You are hand in glove with the 
devil, and will you shrink from flame ? 

{The Witch dissolves the circle. Faust steps out. ) 

Now briskly forth ! You must not rest. 


The Witch. Much good may the little draught do you ! 
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mtpififtop^eitS’ (jilt •^(xc). Unb fann id^ bit tuaS ju @e> 
fallen t^un, 

@0 barfft bn inir’g nur auf SBoIfJurfltS fagen. 2590 

®ie $eEe- §ter ift etit Sieb ! wenn if)r’§ jutoeilen fingt, 

@0 )oerbet i:^r befonbre 823 irlung ffjiiren. 

(gu Sauft). S'omnt nur gefd^minb unb Io§ 
bid^ fit^ren 1 

S)u ninfet not^^toenbig tronfgjmren, 

®anttt bte Sraft burd^ Snn« unb Sleu^reS bringt, 259s 
Sen eblen SJiufetggang Iet)r’ id^ ’^ernad^ bid^ fd^afeen, 

Unb both entbftnbeft bn mit tnnigent Srge^en, 

SBie fid^ Kuf)ibo regt unb ^in unb inieber ffjringt. 

Sou ft. Safe nitdf) nut fcfeneH nod^ in ben ©fetegel fd^auen ! 

Sa2 gtfiuenbilb luar gar ju fcfebn ! 2600 

swefji^tftofiticics. 3 ^ein! SfleinI Su foUft ba§ SKufter aHer 
grauen 

9Jnn baib leibfeaftig bor bit fefen. 

(Scifc.) 

Su fiefeft, mit bicfent Srant int Seibe, 

SSalb J^elcncn in jebeiu SBeibe. 


©tra§e. 

^auft. 3)iavgai;ete ijoriifcer gc^eut. 

flauft. 3 Jlein fd^bneS groulein, barf id^ toagen, 2605 

SKeinen 3 lmt unb ©eleit ifer anjutrogen ? 

3 >taKg>ivete. S3tn tucbcr graulein, meber fcfebn, 

S?antt ungeleitet nadfi $aufe gefen. 

(@ie mac^t lo$ unb ah,) 
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Mephistopheles {to the Witch). And if I can do any- 
thing to pleasure you, you need only mention it to me 
on Walpurgis Night. 

The Witch. Here is a song; if you sing it at times, you 
will perceive a particular effect. 

Mephistopheles {to Faust). Only come quick, and let 
yourself he guided ! You must of necessity perspire ; 
whereby the force penetrates through, inwardly and 
outwardly. Afterwards I shall teach you to prii^e 
noble indolence ; and soon you will find, with heartfelt 
delight, how Cupid bestirs himself, and l)ouiids hither 
and thither. 

Faust. Let me only look quickly again in the mirror ! 
That female form was all too fair ! 

Mephistopheles. No, no ! You shall soon see bodily 
before you the model of all women. {Aside,') With 
this drink in your body, you will soon see a Helen in 
every woman. 


Street, (i) 

Faust. Maroaret passing by, 

Faust. Pair lady, may I venture to offer you my arm 
and escort 1 

Margahet. I’m neither lady nor fair, and can go home 
unescorted. 

{She disengages her self j and exit.) 

N 
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2609-2636 


Sauft. SSeint $in«nel, biefeS SJinb ift fd^bn 1 

@0 etoaS id^ nie gefe^^n. ' soio 

@te ift fo fitt« unb tugenbreid^, 

Unb etipaS fd^ntppifd^ bod^ pgteid^. 

S)cr Sip^JC 5 Rot:^, bcr SBauge 
, ®te 2 :oge ber SBelt bergeff’ td^’S ni^t I 
2Bie fie bte Slugen nieberfd^Iagt, 2615 

§ot tief ftd^ in ntein ^erj geprogt ; 

SBie fie furj angebunbeu t»ar, 

3 )a§ ift nun jitm ©ntjudEcn gar 1 


9Re^^ifiot»^e(c8 tritt auf. 

Sfouft. $br’, bn niu^t mir bie ®irne fd^affen I 

S0ie^bifiot)<ieIed' ^iutt, tpelc^e ? 2620 

gttttft. @ie ging juft borbei. 

3nc|i^ift0l*^eie8. Sabie? ©ie fam bon it)rem ipfaffen, 

®er ffjra^ fie alter ©iinben frei ; 

Sdf) fdfitid^ nti(^ fiart am ©tu^I borbei. 

@3 ift ein gar unfd^ulbig ®ing, 

®a§ eben filr nid^ts jur SSeic^te ging ; 262 ? 

Ueber bie l^ab’ td^ feine ©ematt I 
Sfanft. 3 ft iiber bierjel^n 3 ®^*^ i’od^ olt. 
a«e<i^ifto<i:&eie 8 . ®u fprid^ft ja h)ie §an§ Siebertid^, 

®er bege^^rt jebe tiebe 33 tum’ fitr fid^, 

Unb biinfett i^m, e§ war’ fein’ @^r’ 2630 

Unb ©unft, bie nid^t ju pftucfen toar’ ; 

@e^t abcr bod£» nid^t immer an. 

2 )iein $err Sftagifter Sobefon, 

Sa§ @r mid^ mit bem ©efe^ in grieben 1 
Unb ba§ fag’ ic^ 3t|ib 
SSenn nid^t bag filfee junge SBtut 


2635 
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Faust. By heaven, this child is fair ! I have never seen 
the like 1 She is so well-behaved and virtuous, and yet 
somewhat snappish withal. The redness of her lip, the 
light of her cheek, — I shall not forget them all the days 
of my life ! The way she cast down her eyes is stamped 
deep in my heart ; the sharp Avay in which she answered, 
— it was really quite ravishing ! 


Mephistopheles mters . 

FxiUST. Hark, you must get me the gii l ! 

Mephistopheles. Well, which % 

Faust. She passed just now. 

Mephistopheles. She, there % She came from lier priest, 
who absolved her of all her sins. I stole by close to 
the confessional. It is quite an innocent tiling, that went 
just for nothing to confession. Over her I have no 
power ! 

Faust. Yet she ’s over fourteen years old. 

Mephistopheles. You really talk like Jack Kake, who 
covets every sweet flower for himself, and fancies there 
is no honour or favour which may not be plucked. It 
does not always do, however. 


Faust. My worthy magister, leave you me alone with 
your precepts ! And in a word, I tell you this : if the 
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2637*2667 


^eut Slad^t in ntetnen iJtrmen ru^t, 

@0 ftnb loir um SKitternad^t gefc^ieben. 

Sebenl’, inaS ge^in unb fte^en mag I 
brauc^e menigftenS toicrje’^n Sag’, 2640 

9 Jur bte ©elegenl^cit ouSjufpuren. 
yottft. $att’ td^ nitr ftebcn ©tunben 
Sraud[)te ben 2 :enfet nid^t baju, 

@0 ein @efd^bpfd[)en ju ucrful^rcn. 

®ie<>^ifto|(i)cie8. j^jred^t fd^on faft inte etn 3ranjo§ ; 
®Dc^ bitt’ id), lafjt’S eud^ nid^t Derbrie^en : 2646 

S 33 a§ I)Uft’§, nnr grabe jn gemcfeen ? 

®te greub’ ift lange nid^t fo gro^, 

211 § menn i^r crft :^eronf, '^ernm, 

2)urd^ atlertei Srtmboriunt, 2650 

®a§ ipit^^jd^en getnetet unb pgeric^t’t, 

SBie’S leiiret ntandje welfc^c ©ej^id^f. 

Siiuft. §ab' 2 lp^)etit and^ ol^ne ba§. 

®tet)()iftot>oe(c«$. ol^ne @d^im) 3 f unb o^ne @^)0§ : 

3d^ fag’ euc^, mit bem fd;onen SJinb 2655 

@e^t’§ ctn» fiir aHetnal nid^t gefd^Winb. 

9 J?it ©turm ift ba nid^ts ein3nnc^nten ; 

SBir ntitffen un§ jur Sift beguemen. 

©d^aff’ mtr etmaS bom ©ngeUfd^afe ! 
gii^r’ mid^ an il^ren iRu'^e))Iafe ! 2660 

©d^aff’ mir ein $atetud^ bon i^rer iBruft, 

©in ©trum^jfbonb meiner 8 iebe§Iuft I 
SMe|»^tfto^»^cic 8 . ®amit fe^it, ba§ id^ enter ^^Jein 
SSiH forbetlid^ unb bienftUd^ fe^n, 

SBoQen mir leinen SlugenblicE berlieren, 

SBill eud^ nod^ ^eut in t!^r Sintmer fii^ren. 

Sttiift. Unb fott fie fel^n ? fie l^oben ? 
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sweet young creature does not rest to-night in my arms, 
you and I shall be parted at midnight. 

Mephistopheles. Consider what is feasible ! I need a 
fortnight at least, only to find out the opportunity. 

Faust. Had I but seven hours' leisure, I should not need 
the devil in order to seduce such a little creature. 

Mephistopheles. You really talk almost like a French- 
man ; but l)ray, — don't be offended — Avhat boots it only 
to enjoy straight off! The pleasure is not so great by 
far as when you have first kneaded and shaped the 
puppet — up, round about, through all kinds of foolery, — 
as many a Gallic and Italian story teaches. 

Faust. I have appetite even without tliat. 

Mephistopheles. Now, without pleasantry and without 
jest, I tell you once for all, there is no managing it 
quickly with the fair child. Nothing here is to he taken 
by storm ; we must put up with stratagem. 

Faust. Get me something from my angel- treasure ! Lead 
me to her place of repose ! Get me a kerchief from her 
breast, a garter for the ardour of my love ! 

Mephistopheles. That you may see that I wish to be 
useful and serviceable to your torment, we will not lose 
a moment; I will conduct you this very day to her 
chamber. 

Faust, And shall I see her ? — have her ? 
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2668-2686 


toteDbtftoDiieied. 9tein 1 

©ie tnirb bet einer 9tad£)borin fe^n. 

Snbeffen lonnt ip, ganj allein, 

2ln otter ^offnung liinft’ger grenben 

2670 

Sn ipein S)unftlrei§ jatt eud^ meiben. 
afauft. S'bnnen toir pn? 

9»e|ibifto^beied. @3 ift nod^ jU friip 

Sottft. ©org’ bn ntir fiir ein (Sefd^enf fur fie I 

(516.) 

SRe^bifto^bcted. ®Ici(^ fd^enfen? ®o§ ift bran! 

®a tnirb 

er reufftren ! 

fenne ntandfien fd^oncn ipio^ 

267 s 

Unb ntanc^en altoergrabnen ©^ 0 ^ : 

$^dli ntn^ ein bifed^en reoibiren. 

(516.) 

2lbcnb. 



Gin ffcincS, rctnli^c? Bimmcc. 

'SOtatgavctc (t()tc Sol’fc flec^tenb unb aufBinbenb) 
Sd) gab’ lt)a§ brunt, tuenn td| uur tuufet’, 

SBer !^eut ber $err getnefen tft ! 

@r fa^ getoi^ recbt luadEer au§, 

Unb ift an§ etnent ebten J^auS ; 

S)a§ fount’ td^ an ber ©time te^en — 

@r loar’ and^ fonft nid^t fo fcdf getnefen. 

!!Re|ibiftot>beIcd. Sauft. 
9»et)bi^ot>beie8. §eretn, gang leife, uur l^eretn 1 
afouft (na^ eintgeiu ©ttfifcbtreigen). 

Sd^ bitte btd^, ta§ mtd^ ottein I 
a>tc|)b<fti>t*beied (^eruinfjjurenb). 

Sliid^t jebeS SKabd^en pit fo rein. 


2685 

C2tb.) 


2680 

(516.) 
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Mephistopheles. No I She will be at a neighbour’s. 
Meanwhile, quite alone, in her atmosphere, you may 
feast your fill on all hope of future joys; 

Faust. Can we go thither ? 

Mephistopheles. It is too early yet. 

Faust. Provide me with a present for her. (Exit.) 

Mephistopheles. Making presents directly ! That is 
capital ! There he will succeed ! I know many a fine 
jilace, and many a long-buried treasure. I must look 
them over a bit, (Exit.'^ 


Evening. 

^ small ^ neat room, 

Margaret {braiding and tying up her cue), I would give 
something for it, if I only knew who the gentleman was 
to-day ! hie certainly looked very gallant, and is of a 
noble house. I could read that on his brow — besides, 
he would not else have been so impudent. 

M EP 1 1 1 sTori I ELKS. Fa u st. 

Mephistopheles. Come in, quite softly, but come in ! 

Faust, {after sofue siience). Leave me alone, I beg of 
you ! 

Mephistopheles {prying about). Not every maiden keeps 
so neat. 
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2687-2714 


gottft (viitgS auffc^iauenb), SBiHIommen, fitter ®fi)nmcrf($ein, 
®er bu bte§ ^eiligtl^um burd^toebft I 
Srgreif mein $erj, bu fil^e SiebeSbein, 

S)te bu nom 3 :i^au bet §offnung id^mac^tenb lebft ! 2690 

SSBic atiptet ringg ©eful^t bet ©tiKe, 

®er Crbnung, bet Bufi'icben^eit ! 

Sn biefer StrmutI) Jueld^e giiCc 1 
3n btefem Sletler tvil^e ©eligfeit ! 

(@v njirft aiif ten lelecnen ®cffet am SBcttt. ) 

D utmm mtd^ nuf, bet bu bie SSormelt f^on 2695 

S 3 ei gteub’ uub ©ci^mers iu offnen 2 lvm empfongen ! 

2 Bie oft, ad^ I t)at an biefem ®atevt^ron 
@d^on eine (Sci^aar non Kinbern ring# ge^ongen ! 

SSieHeid^t ^at, banfbar fiir ben Ijeil’gen Efirift, 

SJiein Sicbc^en I)ier, mit bollen SHuberiuongen, 2700 

Sent 2 ll)nl)errrt frontnt bie luette §anb geliigt. 

fii^t’, 0 SJZobd^en, beinen ©eift 
Set ^iiti’ unb Drbnung uni mid^ ^ou^etn, 

Set rniittertic^ bid^ tagtid^ untertoeift, 

Sen Seppic^ auf ben Sifd^ bi(| reinlid^ breiten l^ei^t, 2705 
©ogor ben ©anb ju beinen Siigen froufelu. 

£) liebe §anb 1 fo gbttergteid^ 1 

Sie |)utte mirb burd^ bid^ ein ^imntelreidf). 

Unb ^iet I 

(6r l^ebt ciuen ©ettuorliaiu} auf.) 

2 So# fafet ntid^ fiir ein SSonnegrou# ! 

^ier mbd^t’ id) nolle ©tunben fnunieu. 27to 

Sfiotur I I)ier bilbeteft in leic^ten Srdumen 
Sen eiugebornen ©ngel au#. 

$ier lag ba# Sfinb, mit marmem Seben 
Sen jarten iBufen angefiiHt, 
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Faust {looking round). Welcome, sweet twilight, that 
pervadest this sanctuary ! Seize my heart, thou sweet 
torment of love, thou that livcst languishing on the dew 
of hope ! How the feeling of quiet, of order, of content- 
ment, breathes around ! What fulness in this poverty ! 
What bliss in this cell! {He throws hwiself on the 
leathern arm-chair by the bed,) 


Oh receive me, thou that hast already welcomed, with 
open arms, past generations in joy and sorrov^ ! Ah, 
how often heretofore has a trooj) of children hung 
around this paternal throne ! Here haply my darling, 
grateful for the Christmas gift, has, with the full cheeks 
of childhood, piously kissed the withered hand of her 
grandsire. I feel. Oh maiden, thy spirit of fulness and 
order whisper around me, which motherlike instructs 
thee daily, bids thee spread neatly the cover on the 
table, and even scatter the sand in circles at thy feet. 
Oh dear hand, so godlike ! the hut becomes through 
thee a kingdom of heaven. And hero {He lifts up a 
bed-curtain) what blissful dread seizes me ! Here could 
I linger for whole hours. Nature ! here, in light dreams, 
didst thou form the born angel. Here lay the child, 
its tender bosom filled with warm life ; and here, 
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2715-2742 


Unb ^ier mit ^eilig retnem SBeben 2715 

Snttuirfte fid^ bo§ ©otterbilb f 

Unb bu ! SBa§ l^ot bid^ l^ergefu^rt ? 

SBtc innig td^ mid^ gerii^rt 1 

S 3 a§ njillft bu l^ter ? SBa§ inirb bnS ^erj bit fd^tner ? 

2(riufcrger gauft ! id^ lenne btd^ nid^t me^v. 2720 

Umgicbt mid^ !^ter ein gauberbuft ? 

9 Jlid^ braug’g, fo grabe ju genie^en, 

Unb ntidb in 2 tcbcltraum jerfltc^cn ! 

Sinb h)ir ein Spiel Don iebcm ®ru(J ber 2 uft ? 

Unb trcite fie ben 3 lugenbiidE herein, 2725 

SBie njiirbeft bu fitr beinen grebei bitten I 
®et gro^e §an§, a 6 ), n)ie fo Mein I 
2og’, ^ingefd^tnoljen, il^r jn gitBcn. 

awcn^iiftobbeics. ©efd^Jninb ! id^ fel)’ fie unten lommen. 
gnuft. gort I fort I nimnierme^r ! 2730 

anet>bift>>|)be(c9. $ier ift ein SJiift^en, leiblid^ fdfitoer; 

^d^ !^ob’§ hjo anber§ l^ergenoninten. 

Stetti'S flier nnr intnier in ben @(firein ! 

3d^ fdfiioor’ eud^, iljr berge^n bie Sinnen ; 

t^at eud^ Satf)etd^en !^incin, 2735 

Urn eine onbre jn getoinnen. 

3 lbar Stinb ift SJinb unb Spiel ift Spiel, 
gouft. bii^t^ fott id^ ? 

9>tet)biftiit*bei«9. grogt i!^r biel ? 

SKeint il^r bicQeid^t ben Sdfio^ 3U tbofiren ? 

®onn rotl)’ id^ eurer 2ufternl^eit, 2740 

®ie liebe fd^bne 3:age§5eit 

Unb ntir bie toeitre aJUil)’ ju fparen. 
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with holily pure growth, the divine image developed 
itself. 

And thou ! — what has brought thee hither ? ITow deeply 
stirred I feel ! What w^ouldst thou here ? Why grows 
thy heart so heavy ? Miserable Faust, I know thee no 
more 1 

Does a magic air surround me liei e ? I was impelled to 
enjoy so instantly; and I feel myself dissolving in a 
dream of love ! Arc we the sport of every pressure of 
the air ? 

And if she entered at this instant, how wouldst thou atone 
for thine offence ! The braggart — ah, how small ! — 
would lie, melted away, at her feet. 

Mephistopheles. Quick ! I see her coming below. 

Faust. Away, away ! I return no more. 

Mephistopheles. Hero is a casket, tolerably heavy ; I 
took it from somewhere else. Put it (piick here in the 
press ! I swear to you, her senses will fail her. I 
placed trifles inside to win another. To be sure, child is 
child, and play is play. 

Faust. I know not — shall I ? 

Mephistopheles. Can you ask ? Do you mean perchance 
to keep the treasure ? Then I advise your Avantonness 
to spare the lovely daytime, and further trouble to me. 
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2743-2768 


^off’ nid^t, bag tl^r flcijig fcQb 1 
Sd^ fro^’ ben ^opf, vetb’ ctn ben §onben — 

(@v flcHt t>a« Jtviftc^cn in ten @c^rcin unb brudt ba6 @d;Iop 

9Zur fort ! gefd^winb I — 

Urn eud^ ba§ fiige junge Slinb 

9tad^ §erjen§ SBunfe^ nnb SBiQ’ ju n)enben ; 

Unb i!^r fel^t brein, 

Site foUtet i^r in ben ^orfoal I)tnetn, 

Site ftiinben gran leib^aftig bor eud^ bo 
nnb SWetop^^ljfifo ! 

9lur fort 1 — 

aRargateie (mit ctiier Samve). 

63 ift fo fd^Witl, fo buinpfig ^ie ! 

(@ie mac^t ta« genfier auf.) 

Unb ift bod^ eben fo ttjorm nid^t brou§’. 

63 n)irb mir fo, id^ h)ei^ nid^t toic — 

Sdf) toollt’, bie SJiutter tfiin’ nod^ $ou3. 

9Jlir louft ein ©d^ouer iibern gnnsen Seib — 
93in bodj ein ti^orid^t, furdfitfoni SBeib 1 

(@ic fAngt an 511 fingen, inbem fie ftc^ au^jiebt.) 

63 luor ein fi!6nig in XI^uIc, 

®or treu bi3 on ba3 ©rob, 

®ent fterbenb feine 93u!^Ie 
6inen goibnen SBccIier gob. 

63 ging iljm nid^te boritber, 

6r lecrt’ il;n jeben ©d^moite ; 

®ie Slugen gingen if)nt iiber, 

@0 oft er tronf borons. 

Unb ol3 er font ju fterben, 

Sii^lt’ er feine ©tobt’ ini 9ieid^, 


miebei: ^u. ) 

2745 


2750 

(S16.) 


2755 


2760 
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I hope you are not avaricious ! I scratch my head, nil) 
my hands — {He places the casket in the press^ and closes 
the lock.) 

But away, quick ! — to turn the sweet young child according 
to your heart’s wish and will. And now you look as if 
you had to go to the lecture-room — as if Physic and 
Metaphysic were standing there grey and bodily before 
you ! But away ! {Exeiint.) 


Margaret {with a lamp). It is so sultry, so close here ! 
{She opens the window.) And yet it is not exactly warm 
outside. I begin to feel I know not how — I wish my 
mother would come home. A shudder runs over my 
whole body — I am, in sooth, a foolish, timid woman ! 
{She begins to sing as she undresses herself.) 


‘ There was a king in Thule, right true unto the grave, to 
whom his mistress, dying, gave a golden goblet. 


‘Nothing was more prized by him ; he emptied it at every 
feast ; his eyes overflowed as often as he drank out of 
it. 


‘ And when he came to die, he counted his cities in the 
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2769-2795 


®onnt’ oHeS fetnem (SrBen, 

®en ffled^er nid^t gugteic^. 2770 

®r fa§ Beim ®onig§ma^Ie, 

®ie ^Ritter um i^n l^er, 

Stuf SSaterfaate, 

Sort auf bent <Sd^to^ om SReer. 

®ort ftanb ber altc Qe6)ev, 2775 

2 :ranf lefete SebenSglut!^, 

Unb ttarf ben ^etligen 33ec^ev 
^innntcr in bie glut^. 

@r il)n jiurjen, trinfen, 

Unb finfen tief in§ 5!Reer. 2780 

S)ie Slugen tijatcn tljin finfen, 

Xrnnf nie einen S^ropfen nie^r. 

(St€ crcffnct Dcn @cf>i*cin, i^re itlcitcr cinjurAumcn, unb crblicft bag 
©c^mutf fiijid(icu. ) 

SBie fommt ba§ fd^one SJofid^en l^ier l^erein ? 

3di) fd^fo^ boc^ ganj gelnif} ben ©d^rein. 

ift bod^ Ujunberbar ! 2Sa§ mag mol^I brinne fe^n ? 
SSietteid^t brad^t’S jemanb ali ein 5}Sfonb, 

Unb meine SRutter fie^ barouf. 

®a ^(ingt ein ©d^Iiiffetd^en om SBanb, 

Sd^ benfe mol^t, id^ macli’ e§ auf ! 

SBa§ ift ba§ ? @ott im §iminet I ©d^au, 

@0 Wa§ !^ab’ id^ mein’ iSage nidf)t gefcf)n. 

@in ©d^mudf I 3Rit bem fonnt’ cine ©belfrau 
2 lm fiod^ften geiertagc gel^n. 

SE 8 ie follte mir bie l^ette ftel^n ? 

SBem mag bie §errlid^feit gel^bren ? 

(®ic pu^t fid^ bamit auf unb tritt ^cr bcu ^pic^jct. ) 
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kingdom, granted everything to his heir— not so with 
the goblet. 


‘ He sat at the royal banquet — the knights around him 

in the high ancestral hall, there in the castle ])y the sea. 


> There stood the old carouser, drank the last life-glow, and 
threw the hallowed goblet down into tlie flood. 


‘He saw it plunge, fill, and sink deep into the sea; his 
eyes did sink; never a drop more drank he.’ 


(S/ie opens the press to put away her clothes^ and perceives 
the casket ofjeivels,) 

How comes this beautiful casket in here % Why, most 
certainly I locked the press. It is really strange ! 
What may be in it, I wonder 1 Perhaps some one 
brought it as a pledge, and my mother lent on it. Here 
hangs a little key on the ribbon ; I have a good mind 
to open it. What is that ? Good heavens ! Look ! I 
have never seen anything like it all my days ! A set of 
jewels 1 A lady of rank might go with them to the 
highest festival. . How would the chain suit me 1 To 
whom may the magnificence belong % (She adorns her- 
self with them and walks before the glass.) 
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2796-2817 


SBenn nur bte D^rring’ nteinc Warcn I 
aWan fie^t bod^ gteid^ gang anberS brein. 

SBa§ iiilft eud^ ©(^unljeit, jungeS S 3 I;tt ? 

25 as ift JuoI)I aUeS fd^6n iinb gut, 

Stffcin man tact’s audt) aHeS fet)n 5 2800 

ajtau lobt euc^ ^alb mit Srbarraen. 
atac^ ®oIbe brangt, 

2{m @otbe Ijcingt 

25 od) aUeS ! 2td[), tuir Strmen ! 


^paatergang. 

Snuft ( in ( 33 ctan!cu auf iinb af)gel^ent>). 3 u i^m 

»ie<>f)iftoa)t)cics. 5 Bei alter nerjd^raa^ten Siebel S 3 eim plli> 
f^cn ©temente 1 2805 

moHt’, td^ tnii^te inaS SlergerS, bafe id^’^ flud^en tonnte ! 
Sauft. 2BaS l^aft? inaS tiiei^jt bid^ benn fo fel^r? 

@0 fein @eftd&t fat) td^ in meinem Seben I 

^d^ mbd^t’ mi(^ gteid^ bem 2:eufet ubergeben, 
SBenn ic^ nur fetbft fein Sieufet mar’ ! 2810 

Ranft. $at fid^ bir tuaS tut SSofif bcrfd^oben ? 

2)ic^ fteibet’S, mie ein 3lafenber ju tobcn 1 
a)ie)>j|ifto)> 5 cie 8 . S)enft nur, ben ©d^mudf, fiir ©retd^en on« 
gef(^afft, 

2)en ^at ein ?Pfaff ^inineggerafft ! — 

2 )ie SJluttcr friegt baS Sing ju fc^auen, 

©teid^ fdngt’S tl^r l^eimltc^ an 3U grauen : 

Sie tJrou ^at gar einen feinen ©erud^, 
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If but the earrings were mine ! One really looks at once 
quite different in them. What does beauty, and young 
blood avail you ? That, no doubt, is all well and good ; 
but people also leave it all alone. They praise you half 
in pity. After gold presses — on gold hangs — in reality 
everything. Alas, we poor ! 


Promenade. 

Faust in thought^ going up and doivn ; lo him Mkpiiis'I OPIIELES. 

MEPHlSTorHELES. By all desinsed love ! By the infernal 
element ! I would I knew something worse that I might 
curse by it ! 

Faust. What ^s the matter with you ? What pinches you, 
then, so hard ? I never saw such a face in my life ! 

Mephistopheles. I could give myself to the devil directly, 
if only I were no devil myself ! 

Faust. Has anything got deranged in your head ? It be- 
comes you to rave like a madman ! 

Mephistopheles. Only think, the set of jewels provided 
for Gretchen — a priest has snatched it away ! The 
mother gets to see the thing j she at once begins secretly 
to fear. The woman has a very fine scent, ever snuffles 

o 
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©d^nuffeft imnter im ©ebertud^, 

Unb ried^t’S einent jeben 3Jl6beI an, 

Ob ba§ ®tng ^etlig ift ober profan ; 

Unb an bem @(^ntudE, ba fpurt’ fie’§ War 
S;a§ babei nid^t ntel Segen toar. 

„ 9Kein SJinb I " rtef ftc, „ ungcredf)te§ ©nt 
SBeffingt bie <SecIe, jefirt auf ba§ 93Int. 

SBoHen’S ber SJluttcr ©otteS tucifjen, 

SBirb un§ nttt ^imntelSntanna erfreuen I " 
ajiargretlein jog cin fc^iefeS 9J?onI ; 

Sft ^alt, bnc^t’ fie, ein gef^cnftcr ©ani, 

Unb toafiriidt) ! gottloS ift nid^t ber, 

2)er tfin fo fein gebradCjt fitcrbcr. 

®te SUntter lieft einen ^Pfaffen fommen ; 

®er I)otte fannt ben ©pofe oernontnten, 

Siejj fid) ben StnbUcE lool^t bel^agcn. 

©r fprn^ : „ ®o ift man red)t gefinnt I 
SBer itberminbet, ber geloinnt. 

S)ie SJirdje Ijat einen guten SKngen, 

§at ganje Scinber anfgefreffen, 

Unb bodb nod^ nie fid) ilbergeffen ; 

®ie SDird^’, oHein, nieine lieben groucn, 

SJann nngered§te§ ®ut berbauen." 
at a M ft. Sa§ ift ein allgemeiner ^rand), 

©in Sub’ nnb Sfbnig fann c§ aud^. 
ancbbiftofbcied. ©trid^ brauf ein ©pange, ®ett’ 
2lte hjoren’s eben ijjfifferting’, 

®anlt’ nidEit toeniger unb nid^t nie^r, 

3tl§ ob’g ein Sforb boll Siuffe toor’, 

SSerfprad^ i^nen alien l^immlifd^en So^n — 

Unb fie tbaren fel^r erbaut bobon. 


2820 

2825 

2830 

283s 

2840 

unb 9iing, 

284s 
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in her prayer-book, and tells by the smell of every piece 
of furniture whether the thing is holy or profane : and 
in the set of jewels she scents out clearly that tliere was 
not much blessing about it. ‘My child/ cried she, 
‘ unrighteous wealth troubles the soul, consumes the 
blood. We will devote it to the Mother of God; she 
will gladden us with heavenly manna.’ Little Margaret 
drew a wry mouth ; in sooth, thought she, it is a gift- 
horse ; and truly he is not godless who l)rought it here 
so handsomely ! The mother sent for a priest. lie had 
scarcely perceived the jest when he seemed well pleased 
at the sight. He spoke : ‘This shows a good disposition. 
He that overcometh wins. The church hap> a good 
stomach, has devoured wliolc countries, and yet has 
never hitherto overeaten herself. The church alone, 
my good women, can digest unrighteous wealth.’ 


Faust. That is a general custom ; a Jew and a king can 
do it too. 


Mephistopheles. Thereupon he swept off a clasp, chain, 
and ring, just as if they were mere trifles ; thanked no 
less and no more than if it were a l)asketful of nuts ; 
promised them all heavenly reward — and much edified 
they were by it. 
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Sfauft. Unb@ret^ctt? 

ttuu unrul)boII, 

2Bei§ tueber luaS fie njill nod^ foil, 2850 

Senit an§ ©efd^meibe %aq unb 
5Kod^ ntel)r an ben, ber’g i^r gebrad^t. 

®e§ Stebd^eng Summer t^ut mix leib. 

©d^aff’ bn il^r gteld^ ein neu ©efd^meib’ ! 

Sint erften toar ja fo lud^t OteL 2855 

O ja, bent §errn iff alleS S'inberfpiel ! 
Sttuft. Unb ntad^’, unb rid^t’^ nad^ meinent Sinn ! 

^dng’ bid^ an U)re S^ad^barin 1 
@e^ Xeufel bod^ nur nid;t mie Sret, 

Unb fd^aff’ einen neuen ©d^mud ^lerbei ! 2860 

9Wc^t)ifto|>^ctc3. ’^a, gndb’ger |)err, bon ^erjen gerne. 

(Saufl ab.) 

@0 ein beriiebter 2l}or berpufft 

®ud^ @onne, 3 Konb unb alle ©terne 

3 um Bcitbertreib bent Stebd^en in bie Suft. (Qlb.) 


^cr 5'latbbarin 5)au0. 

(adein). @ott berjei^’g meinent Ueben SKann, 2865 
®r ]^at an niir nid)t mo^tgetI)an 1 
@e^t ba ftrad^ in bie SSelt l^inein, 

Unb Id§t mid^ auf bem ©trol^ adein. 

2^dt i^n bod^ toa^tUd^ nid^t betriiben, 

Spt i^n, meig ©ott! red^t ^erjlid^ lieben. (@ic meint.) 

SSieffeid^t ift cr gar tobt I — 0 5 Pein I 2871 

®dtt’ id^ nur einen Sobtenfd^cin ! 
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Faust. And Gretchen ? 

Mephistophelbs. Is now sitting full of restlessness, know- 
ing neither what she wants nor what she should do, 
thinking on the set of trinkets day and night, — still 
more on him who brought it for her. 

Faust. My darling’s trouble grieves me. Get you directly 
a new set of trinkets for her! There was not, you 
know, so much about the first. 

Mephistophelbs. Oh, to be sure, all is child’s play to the 
gentleman 1 

Faust. And do it, and order it, according to my wish. 
Stick to her neighbour. Only, pray don’t ho a milk- 
and-water devil ; and bring hither a fresh set of jewels. 

Mephistophelbs. Yes, gracious sir, with all my heart. 

{Exit Faust.) 

Such an enamoured fool blazes away into the air sun, 
moon, and all the stars, by way of pastime for his 
sweetheart, (Exit.) 


The Neighbour’s House. 

Martha (alone). God forgive my dear husband ; he has 
not acted well by me ! He goes straight away into the 
world, and leaves me alone on the straw. Yet truly 
I did not trouble him ; God knows, I did love him right 
heartily. (She weeps.) Perhaps he is even dead ! — 
Oh, torture 1 — Had I but a death certificate ! 
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^lav^atcU fommt. 

mav^avete. r au 9 Karrt)c ! 

mavtf)e. ©retel^en, foH’g? 

mavQtivctc. gnft finten mtr btc S'niee itiebcr ! 

fhtb’ id) fo ctn ^\iftd^en luieber 2875 

■311 iiteincm ©d^rein, Don ©benbot^, 

Hub ©acben, ^errlid) gan^ nub gar, 

3 Seit retrfjer, al§ ba§ crfte ioar. 

»Urt^>c. Sag muf3 ©te nid^t ber SKutter fagen; 

Sl)dt’g loiebcr gletd^ ^^nr ^cidbte tragen. 2880 

souvgrtfctc. ©ie nurl ad) fdEiau’ ©ie nur! 

»Ucti)c (^ 3 itt^t fte auf). 0 bu gtiicffcrge ©reaturl 
ajirttflcivctc. Sarf mid), leiber, uid^t auf ber (Saffcn, 

5 {od^ in ber Sird)e mit fe^en Iajfen» 
mattiyc. S'omin bu nur oft 5U mir l^criiber, 2885 

Hub teg’ ben ©d)muct I)ier l^eimUdb ; 

©palter’ ein Stunbc^eu tang bem ©))iegetgIog Doriiber, 

2 Sir ^aben unfre greube bran. 

Unb banu giebt’g einen 5 tnta^, giebt’g ein geft, 

2 Bo nian’g fo nad^ unb nad) ben Seuten fe^en tdgt. 2890 
©in Slettd)en erft, bie ^^erte bann ing 0 ^r ; 

Sie SUhitter fie^t’g too^I nic^t, man mad^t i^r aud^ mag Dor. 
tvutoavctc. SBcr fonnte nur bie beiben Stdftd)en bringen? 

©g gel^t nid^t 511 mit red^ten Singen ! (©g ffo^jft.) 
9)iava(ivetc. 2{d)@ottI mag bag meine 9 Rutter fe^u ? 2895 

(fuid)g ?i 5 orl)duget gncfenb). ©g ift ein frember §err 
— §ereiu ! 


tritt auf. 

Silt fo ftet, grab’ ^ereinjutreten, 
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Margaret enters . 

Margaret. Dame Martha ! 

MARTiiA. What ’s the matter, Gretchen % 

Margaret. My knees almost sink under me ! Here I find 
in my press just such another casket, of el)oiiy, and 
things quite magnificent — far richer than the first was. 

Martha. You must not tell that to your mother ; she ’d 
carry it at once to confession again. 

Margaret. Ah, only see ! Ah, ordy look ! 

Martha {dresses her up). Oh you happy creature ! 

MarCtARET. Unfortunately, I must not appear with them 
in the streets, nor in the church, 

Martha. Do but come often over hither to me, and put 
on the set of jewels privately here ; walk a little hour 
before the looking-glass \ we shall have our enjoyment 
in that. And then there comes an occasion, there comes 
a holiday, when, little by little, one lets people see it ; — 
a chain first, then the pearl in the ear. I dare say your 
mother will not see it — or one will make some pretence 
to her. 

Margaret. Who could possibly bring the two caskets % 
There is something not natural about it. {A knock.) 
Good God ! can that be my mother ? 

Martha {peeping through the curtain). It is a strange gentle- 
man. — Come in ! 


Mephistopheles enters . 

Mephistopheles. I Ve made free to come in at once ; I 
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2898-2926 


9 K«B iBei ben grauen SSerjei^n erbeten. 

($ritt el^rcrBietig vor SWargarcten juriid.) 

3 BoIIte nad^ gran SKortl^c ©d^njerbttcin fragcn I 
mavif)c. bin’g. SSa^ l^at ber §err ju fagen ? 2900 

mtpt)mopf)eM (Icife gu i^r). fennc ©ic je^t, mir ift ba§ 
geuug; 

©ie ^at ba gar bornefinien 93 efucl^. 

SSer^ei^t bie St^eil^eit, btc td^ gcnommen, 
aSitt nad^ SKittagc t^ieber fommcn. 
mavtpc (taut). ®enf’, Shtb, urn alle§ in ber SBeltl 2905 
3 )er §err bid) fiir ein grdutein 
anatfltttctc. bin ein armc§ jungeg SSIut; 

2ld^ @ott 1 ber $err ift gar 311 gut : 

©d^ntud uttb ©efdjmeibc finb uid^t mein. 

Sld^, e§ ift nid)t ber ©d^mudf aHein ; 2910 

@ie ^at cin SScfeu, ein ®Ud, fo fd^arf ! 

SSie freut utid)’§, bag icg bteiben barf! 
awaut^c. S33a§ bringt @r benn? SSerlange fel^r — 
mepwoppcu^. 5fd) tnoUt’, id) gatt’ einc fro^ere ajtd^r’ I 
Sd^ goffe, ©ie Idgt mi(g’§ brum nid^t biigen : 2915 

^\)x aj^anu ift tobt, uub Icigt ©ie griigeu. 
mattpc. 3ft tobt? bag treue ^er^ ! 0 mel^ I 
9Rein ajtann ift tobt I id) bergeg’ ! 
aWtttgritctc. 2tcg! tiebe 3rau, ber^meifelt nid^t I 
awc^ I) ift 0 ^ 1 ^ cl eg. ©0 ^5rt bie traurige ©efd^id^t’ 1 2920 

matQdtcte, mbegte brum mein’ Sag’ nid^t lieben ; 

SBurbe mieg aSerluft ju Sobe betriiben. 
a»ct>t)ift 0 t)^creg. grcub’ mng Seib, Seib mug greube gaben. 
a^acti^e. ©rjdgtt mir feineg Sebeng ©dglug! 
awet>^iift 0 t>f>cicg. @r licgt in 5pabua begraben 2925 

Seim gciligen 2Intoniug, 
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must beg pardon of the ladies. {He steps back respectfully 
before Margaret). I wish to inquire after Mrs. Martha 
Schwerdtlein. 

Martha. I am she. What has the gentleman to say ? 

Mephistopheles (aside to her). I know you now ; that is 
enough for me; you have a very distinguished visitor 
there. Excuse the liberty which I have taken ; I ’ll 
come again in the afternoon. 

Martha (aloud). Think, child — of all things in the wc^rld ! 
The gentleman takes you for a lady. 

Margaret. I am a poor young creature. 0 heavens! 
the gentleman is much too good ; the jewels and trinkets 
are not mine. 

Mephistopheles. Ah, it is not the jewels only ; she has a 
presence, a glance so penetrating ! How glad I am that 
I may stay 1 

Martha. What do you bring, then ^ I am anxious. 

Mephistopheles. I would I had happier news ! 1 hope 
you will not make me suffer for it. Your husband is 
dead, and sends you his greetings. 

Martha. Is dead ? — the faithful heart ! Oh, woe ! My 
husband is dead ! Ah, I shall die ! 

Margaret. Ah, dear dame, do not despair 1 

Mephistopheles. Well, hear the sad story 1 

Margaret. For this reason I should wish never to be in 
love all my days ; the loss would grieve me to death. 

Mephistopheles. Joy must have soitoav — sorrow, jo)'. 

Martha. Kelate to me the close of his life ! 

Mephistopheles. He lies buried in Padua at 8t An- 
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2927-2954 


2 ln einer tr)oI)Igeiuei^ten Stdtte 
Bum eluig fallen SRul^ebette. 
mavtt)c. ©abt fonft nid^tg an mid^ 511 brtngen? 

^CL, etne Sittc, grofe unb ^d^tucr : 2930 

@ie bod^ ja fiir il^n breibunbert STOeffen fingen I 
3m iibrigen fiub metne Safdjcu leer. 

2Ba^! 9 lid^t eitt Sd^auftuef ! S'eht ©cfd^mctb’ ? 

2Sa^ iebet .^anbrnctl^burfd^ im (Srunb be^ ©dcEel^ f^3art, 
Bum ^ngebenfen aufbema^rt, 2935 

Hub lieber f)ungert, liebcr bettelt I 

93 labam, tl)ut mir ^er^Udf) leib; 

SlUein er '^at fetn @etb ma^r^afttg nid^t t)er5ettclt. 

3 tu(i) cr bereute fcinc Seller fel)r, 

3a, uitb bejammerte feiu Ungtiicf nod^ biet mc^r. 2940 
mav(i<ivctc, 9 t(fj! bag bic 3 Weuicf;eu fo ungludtltd^ ftnb! 
©elutb ic^ iutd fiir i§n manef) 9 fJequicm nod; beten» 

3tF ioerti;, gleid; in bie ^u 

treten : 

3r;r fet;b cin lieben^tourbig Sinb. 
sjiarflatctc. 9 ld^ itcin I ba§ gel^t je^t nod^ nid^t an. 2945 
9 )ic^^ifto^t)cic«. 3ft ^ uxebt cin Warn, bcrtocU cin 
©alaii. 

ift cine ber grb^ten .^pimmcBgaben, 

So cin tieb ®ing im 9 irm 5x1 buben. 
ajurativetc. S)a^ ift bc§ Sanbeg xxidbt ber 93 rau^. 

Sraudb ober ixid^tl (£§ giebt fidb aud^. 2950 
soiavtxxc. Sr^dbtt mir bocb I 

a«c|>$tftto^X)cic§. 3 cb ftanb an feincm Sterbebette; 

mar mo§ beffer alg oon 3}iift, 
ajon butboerfaultem Strob ; ultein cr ftarb ate Eb^ift, 

Unb fanb, bag cr meit megr nocb auf ber b^tte. 
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thony’s, in a spot well consecrated for an eternally cool 
bed of rest. 

Martha. Have you nothing else to bring mo 

Mephistopheles. Yes ; a request great and weighty: pray 
be sure to have throe hundred masses sung for him ! 
As for the rest, my pockets are empty. 

Martha. What, not a medal 1 no trinket ? — what every 
journeyman saves at the bottom of his pouch, kept for a 
token, and rather hungers, rather begs — 

Mephistopheles. Madam, I am very sorry; but really 
he has not squandered his money. lie also much 
repented of his faults ; and bewailed his ill-luck still 
more. 

Margaret. Alas, that mankind are so unfortunate ! As- 
suredly, I will pray many a requiem for him. 

Mephistopheles. You would be worthy to enter at once 
into matrimony ; you are a lovable child. 

Margaret. Ah, no ! that cannot be yet awhile. 

Mephistopheles. If it is not a husband, it may be a 
gallant meanwhile. It is one of the greatest gifts of 
heaven to have so sweet a thing in one's arms. 

Margaret. That is not the custom of the country. 

Mephistopheles. Custom or not, it happens all the same ! 

Martha. Pray, relate to me ! 

Mephistopheles. I stood by his deathbed ; it was some- 
what better than dung, — of half-rotten straw ; but ho 
died like a Christian, and found that he had still much 
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2955-2982 


„SSie/' rief er, „ mu| id| tn^ oon @runb au2 l^offen, 2955 
©0 ntein ©eioerb’, mein SBeib ?o ju nerloffen ! 

S!td^ 1 bie ©rinn’rung tobtet mtc^. 

Sergob’ fie mir nur noci^ in biefem Seben 1 " — 
snaetde (iteinenb). S)er gute SKonnI id^ ^lab’ i!^m Ifingfi t)er= 
geben. 

„ 9 tMn, wei^ @ott! fie war me!^r ©d^ulb 
ate id;." 2900 

aRnvi^ie. ®a§ lugt er ! 28 a§ I am 9 lanb be§ @rab§ ju tiigen ! 
aRe;>9ifto;ibe(e8. 6 r fabette gemife in lenten 3 w 0 en/ 

SSenn id^ nur I;atb ein Senner bin. 

„ 3d^ t;otte," fgradii er, „ nid^t jum 3eit»ertreib 5U gaffen, 
(£rft SJinber, unb bann ®rot filr fie 311 fd^affen, 2965 

Unb 33 rot im aflcrWeitften ©inn, 

Unb fonnte nidjt einmni mein S^eit in grieben effen." 
anart^ie. §at er fo niter Sreu’, fo alter Sieb’ toergeffen, 

®er ipiadterei bei Sag unb SJad^t I 
swell 9 iid&t bod^, er ^at eudti berjli^ bran gebad^t. 
@r ft)ra(^ : „ Site i^ nun Weg bon SWatta ging, 2971 

$a betet’ id^ fiir gran unb Sinber briinftig ; 

Un§ war benn aud^ ber §immel gunftig, 

$afe unfer ©d^iff ein tiirfifd^ gralfirseug fing, 

®o§ einen ©(5o^ beS grofeen ©uttanS filfirte. 2975 

$a Warb ber Safjferfeit il^r Sb^n, 

Unb id^ emfjfing benn aud^, wie fic^i’l gebufirtc, 

SUJein wb^tgemeffneS tEfieil babon." 
awoetbe. ®i wie? @iwo? $at er’S bielteid^t bergraben ? 
swebbiftobbeicb. SSer wei§. Wo nun e§ bie bier SBinbe 
l^aben I 2980 

(Sin fdfibneg Sroulein no^m fid^ feiner on. 

Site er in 9 ?af)e( fremb uml^erffjojierte ; 
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more upon his score. ‘ How thoroughly,’ he cried, ‘ must 
I detest myself, so to abandon my business, and my 
wife ! Ah, the recollection kills me ! Could she but 
forgive me while in this life ! ’ 

Martha (weeping. The good man ! I have long forgiven 
him. 

Mephistopheles. ‘ But she, God knows, was more in fault 
than I.’ 

Martha. There he lied ! What, tell lies on the brink of 
the grave ! 

Mephistopheles. He certainly fabled with his last breath, 
if I am but half a judge. * I had not,’ he said, ‘ to gape 
for pastime — first, children, and then to get bread foi- 
them — and bread in the very widest sense — and could 
not even eat my portion in peace.’ 

Martha. Did he thus forget all my fidelity, all my love, 
the drudgery by day and night ! 

Mephistopheles. By no means ; I assure you, he alfec- 
tionately reflected on it. He said : ‘ Now, when I went 
away from Malta, I prayed there fervently for my wife 
and children; heaven also was then so gracious to us 
that our ship took a Turkish vessel, which carried a 
treasure of the great Sultan. Its reward there came to 
valour; and I also then received, as was proper, my 
rightly-measured share of it.’ 

Martha. Why, how 1 Why, where 1 Has he perchance 
buried it ? 

Mephistopheles. Who knows where now the four winds 
have blown it ! A fair damsel took an interest in him, 
as he was strolhijg ^abo^ stranger, in Naples. She 
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2983-3008 


@te !^at an i^m niet Sieb’S unb Xreu’g get^an, 

S)a§ ix’§ bi§ an fctn feltg ®nbe f^jiirtc. 
mavtfie. ®er <S^etnt ! bev S 5 teb an jctnen ©inbern 1 3985 

2 tu(^ alteS 6Ienb, aHe 9 ?otI) 

Sonnt’ nid^t fetn jc^anblid^ Seben l^tnbcrn ! 
an,e«ieiftm»®eic0. 3 ofeI;t! bofiir ift er nun tobt. 

SBctr’ td^ nun je^t an'euerm 

93 etrourt’ id^ i^n ein siidjtig 2990 

SBifirte bann unterineit’ nod^ einem neuen ©d^age. 

SDiact^e. Std^i @ott 1 ttJte bod) mein erfter mar, 

Sinb’ id^ nid^t leic^t auf biei'er SSelt ben onbern 1 
fonnte laum ein l^erjiger 9 iarrd)cn fetjn. 

@r liebtc nur ba§ atl5uniele SSanbern, 299s 

Unb frcnibe SBeiber, unb freniben SBein, 

Unb ba§ nerflnd^te SBiirfe^iel. 

5 Run, nun, fo fount’ e§ get)n unb fteljen, 
SBenn er eud^ ungefd!§t fo oici 

93 on Reiner ©eite nnd^gefel)en. 3000 

$jd^ fd^mOr’ eud^ ju, mit bent Sebing 
SBed^feft’ id; fefbft mit eud^ ben 3 iing I 
sointtfte. D, e§ beliebt bem J^errn ju fd^ersen I 
an*;(>biP«'t>bei«« (fi'ir ftdb)- 9 ^utt mad^’ id^ mid^ bei Seiten fort! 
Sie ^ielte mo^t ben Sieufel jelbft beim SBort. 300s 

(3u ®rct(f)en.) 

SBie fte^t e§ benn mit S^rem ^erjen V 
toiacgaeete. SBo§ meint ber $err bamit? 
ane;i^i|ta:|*^eie8 (fiir flcb). ®u gut§, unfd^utbig? Sinb 1 

(Saut. ) 

Sebt mo'^f, i^r grau’n I 
SDtavgacete. Sebt mo^f I 

toiavt^c. £) fagt mir bod^ gefd^minb 1 
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showed much love and truth to him ; so that he felt it 
unto his blessed end. 

Martha. The villain ! The robber of his children ! Not 
even all the wretchedness, all the want, could clieck his 
scandalous life ! 

Mephistopheles. But see ! for that, he is now dead. 
Now, were I at present in your place, I should mourn 
him for one chaste year, and meanwhile have an eye to- 
wards a new sweetheart. 

Martha. Ah, God ! such as my first was, I shall not easily 
find in this world his like. Thei'c could hardly be a 
dearer little fool. He did but lov^e excessive rovinf^-, 
and foreign women, and foreign wine, and the cursed 
dicing. 

Mephistopheles. Well, well, that might have passed if 
haply he had indulged you as much on his j)art. I 
swear to you, with that condition, I would exchange the 
ring with you myself. 

Martha. Oh, the gentleman is pleased to jest ! 

Mephistopheles {aside). Now I shall bake myself oft* in 
time. I dare say she would hold the devil himself to 
his word. {To Gretchen.) How fares it, then, with 
your heart ? 

Margaret. What means the gentleman by that ? 

Mephistopheles {aside). Thou good, innocent child ! 
{aloud) Farewell, ladies ! 

Margaret. Farewell! 

Martha. Oh do tell me quickly 1 I should like to have a 
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mod^te gern ein 3e«9ni§ ^oben, 

SSo, iDic unb itjaun mein ©d§a^ gcftorben unb begrabcn» 
3E(^ bin non je ber Orbniing greiinb getncfen, son 

aKbc^t’ if)n and) tobt im SBod^enbldttd^cn Icfen. 
mcpwtop^cu^. 3a, gutc grau, burd^ jmcicr StvLQtn SO^unb 
2Birb aderiocg^ bic SSal^rl^eit lunb ; 

$abe nod^ gar cinen feincn ©ejellen, 3015 

®eit mid id^ eitd^ nor ben Siid^ter fteHen* 

3ci^ bring’ il)n I)cr. 

sourtfje. St^utbagjlal 

9Wcl>i)ifto^i)cic«. Unb I)ier bic Jungfrau ift aud^ ba? — 

®in braner Snab’ ! ift niet gereif’t ; 
grduteinS aHe .^oflic^feit ertoeift. 3020 

30^u§te nor bent §erren fd^amrot^ merben. 
mxpWioppxM. 9Sor feincm ffbnige ber Srben. 
ajuttfje. S)a l^interni §au§ in nieinem ©arten. 

SBoden tuir ber tSjcrrn l)eut Slbenb marten. 


0tra^e. 

3raiift. SSSie ift’g ? SBiU’S fbrbcrn ? SSSiffg balb ge^n ? 3025 

mxpwioppcu^, 91^ branol ginb’ ic^ eud^ im gcuer? 

3 n turner S^it ift ©retd^en euer. 

$eut Slbenb follt’ itir fie bei SRad^bor^ SRart^en fe^n : 

®a§ ift ein SBeib mie ou^erlefen 
3 um Suppler* unb SiQ^unertnefen ! . 3030 

^auft. @ored^tI 
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certificate where, how, and when my darling died and 
was buried. I have at all times been a friend to 
method; I should like also to road his death in the 
weekly paper. 

MkphtstophelEkS. Yes, good lady, everywhere, through the 
mouth of two witnesses the truth becomes known. I 
have, moreover, a distinguished companion, whom I 
will bring before the judge for you. T will fetch him 
here. 

Mautiia. Oh be sure to do so ! 

Mepttistopheles. And the young lady here will be there 
too ? A fine lad 1 — has travelled much, shows all 
courtesy to young ladies. 

Margaret. I should have to blush with shame l^eforc the 
gentleman. 

Mepiiistopheles. Before no king of the earth ! 

Martha. Behind the house there, in my garden, we will 
await the gentlemen this evening. 


Street. (2) 

Faust. Mephistopiieles. 

Faust. How goes it ? Will it speed ? Will it soon come 
V off 

Mephistopiieles. Ah, bravo ! Do I find you aflame ? In 
a short time Gretchen will be yours. This evening you 
shall see her at neighbour Martha's ; that is a woman 
chosen as it were for the pimp and gipsy line, 

Faust. That 's right ! 

P 
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3031-3058 


2)o(^ wlrb aud^ tpa^ bon uns begei^rt. 
ffauft. @tn ®ienft ift hjol^t be8 onbem toertl^. 
meppiftoppeus. SBir legen nur etn giiftig Scwflnife niebcr, 
2)0^ t!^re8 @^:^errn ouSgeredte ©Keber 
Sn $ob«a on l^etl’ger Stotte rul^n. 3035 

3«iift. ©el^r !Iug I SEBtr njerben erft bie Strife ntod^en miiffen. 
ane^^iftonbeled. Sancta simplicitas! borunt tft’§ nid^t JU 
t:^nn ; 

SSejeugt nnr, o^nc btel ju njiffen 1 
Sfottfi. SBenn @r ntd^t§ S8effet§ ^ot, fo ift ber ifSton jerriffen. 
a»e»»bifto<»^cic8. 0 ^cU’ger SHonn I 2)a mfir’t nun 1 
Sft e§ bo§ erfte SRot in euerm Seben, 3041 

2)0^ i^r fotfcl) 3ew9bi§ obgetegt ? 

§abt i^r bon @ott, ber SBcIt unb iooS fi^ brin bewegt, 
Soul SDlenfd^en, tt)o§ fidf) i^nt in ®opf unb ^erjen regt, 
2)eftnitionen nid^t ntit grower Jlroft gegeben, 3045 

SDlit fred^er ©time, lii'^ner SBruft ? 

Unb tooUt it)r red^t in§ ^nn’re ge^en, 

$obt i^r bobon, it)r mii^t eS gtob’ gefte^cn, 

©0 biel ol8 bon §errn ©d^njerbttein’g 2:0b gelbugt ! 

Sauft. 2)n bift nub bleibft ein Siigncr, ein ©op^^ifte. 355° 
^0, nienn man’s ni(^t ein bi^d^en tiefer 

mttfete. 

2)enn morgen mirft, in alien ©bren, 

SoS arme ®ret(ben nid^t betbbren, 

Unb ollc ©eetenlieb’ i^r fd^tooren ? 

Unb smar bon Bergen. 3055 

ane)*i^{ftot>beieS. @ut unb fd^bn I 

®ann toirb bon eto’ger 2reu’ unb Siebe, 

SSon einjig ubcroHmfidbt’gem 2riebc — 
aSirb baS oudb fo bon person ge^n ? 
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Street (2) 

Mephistopheles. Still something also is required of us. 

Faust. One good turn indeed deserves another. 

Mephistopheles. We merely lodge a formal deposition 
that the outstretched limbs of her late lord repose at 
Padua in holy ground. 

Faust. Very sage ! We shall first have to make the 
journey. 

Mephistopheles. S(mcta fiimplicitas ! There ’s no need of 
that. Merely depose without knowing too much. 

Faust. If you have nothing better, the plan is broken up. 

Mephistopheles. Oh holy man! There, indeed, you 
would be one 1 Is it the first time in your life that you 
have borne false witness ? Have you not with great 
energy, with shameless brow, with bold breast, given 
definitions of God, the world, and what moved therein ; 
of man — what stirs in his brain and heart ? And if you 
would dive into your conscience, have you known as 
much of these matters — you must confess it frankly — as 
of Mr. Schwerdtlcin's death ? 

Faust. Thou art, and wilt remain, a liar, a sdphist. 

Mephistopheles. Ay, if one did not look a little deeper. 
For will you not to-morrow, in all honour, llbfool the 
poor Gretchen, and vow to her the love of all your 
soul ? 

Faust. And truly from my heart. 

Mephistopheles. Oh, excellent I Then there will be talk 
of eternal truth and love, of a single overpowering 
passion — will that also come from the heart ? 
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^aufk 


3059-3080 


afttuft. 2a^ baS I hjtrb I — SBcnn id^ cm^ftnbe, 
gilr bog fur bog 3060 

Slod^ SRontcn fuc^e, feinen ftnbe, 

®onn burdf) bie SBelt ntit otfeu ©inneit fd^tueife, 

9lod^ nltcjt I)6cl)ftcn SBortcn grctfc, 

Ujtb btefe ©tut^, bon ber tdf) brcnne, 

Unenbtid^, cJuig, elutg nenne, 3065 

3ft bog etn teuflifd^) fliigenffjiel ? 
a»c4»ftifto»>beic8. 3ii 9tei)t I 

§er’ ! — mcvf’ bir bicg — 
3^ bittc bid), unb fd^one nteine 2unge — 

SBer fRed^t bel^otteu loill unb l^ot nur eine SunfiC- 
33ef)oIt’g gewtft. 3070 

Unb fonint, td^ i^ob’ beg ©d^tufi^eng Ueberbru^ ; 

®cun bu l^oft 3lcd^t, borsugttd) Jueil i(^ ntufe. 


©orten. 

anargaveie an afauftcnd 9Itm. annvt^e mtt anet>:[^i^o))9eIe8 

auf iinb ab fpajtcrenfc* 

aRnvgavete. 3*^1 ftiW cS ujo'^I, bo§ uud^ ber §err nur fd^ont, 
§erot> |id^ to^t, ntidfi ju befd^omen. 

©in fReifenber ift fo geluol^nt, 307s 

2tug ©iitigfeU fiirlieb ju nel^men; 

3 d^ luetfe gu gut, bofe fotd^ erfol^rnen SRonn 
SRein orm ©effirod^ nid^t unterl^olten lonn. 
a«ttft. ©in Slid bon bir, ©in SBort niel^r unterl^alt, 

3 tlg nRe 2 Beig!^eit biefer SBelt. 3080 

fiift i(rc ^anb.) 
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Garden 

Faust. Leave that ! It will ! — When I feel, and seek 
after names for the feelings, for the tumult, and find 
none — then sweep with all my senses through the world, 
grasp at ^11 loftiest words, and call this flame with 
which I burn endless, eternal, eternal — is that a devilish 
play of lies ? 

Mephistotiieles. Yet I am right ! 

Faust. Listen ! mark you this, I pray you, and spare my 
lungs ; he who wills to carry his point, and has but a 
tongue, will certainly carry it. And come, I am weary 
of prating ; for you are right, — particularly because I 
cannot help myself. 


Garden. 

Margaret on Faust’s a ? vu . Martha walkin }^ tip and down 
xvith Mephistoitieles. 

Margaret. I feel indeed that the gentleman only indulges 
me — demeans himself, and shames me by it. A traveller* 
is so accustomed, out of good-nature, to put up with 
things. I know too well that my poor talk cannot 
interest so experienced a man. 

Faust. One glance from thee, one word, is more interest- 
ing than all the wisdom of this world. {He kisses her 
hand!) 
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3081-3105 


gfttllft 

anacgaccte. Sniommobirt eud^ nid^t I SSie fbnnt il^r fie nur 
filffen ? 

@te ift fo govftig, ift fo rau^ I 

SBa§ ]^ab’ id) nid^t fd^oit oQeS fd^offen muffcn I 

5 )ie abutter ift gar ju genau. 

(®cl^n woru^er.) 

anavt^e. Utib il)r, luein $ert, i’^r reift fo immerfort ? 3085 

anc<*^»if»«n>?»cie8. 9 td^, ba§ ©eloerb’ itnb ?Pf(id^t mi§ basu 
treiben I 

ajltt toic Otet ©dC^merj ocrlafst titan ntand^en Ort, 

Uttb barf bod^ nun cinntol nid^t bteiben 1 
anavt^e. Qn rafd^en S«Ijtcn ge^t’§ too^l an, 

@0 um unb urn frci bitrd^ bie 2BeIt 511 ftreifen ; 309° 

®oct) tbmmt bie bofc 3 eit l^eron, 

Unb ftd^ at§ .^agcftotj allcin junt ©rab ju fditeifen, 

®a§ tjat nodi) feinem too^t getlian. 
aR«)»itiftonbei« 9 * SJiit ©raufen fc^’ tdf) ba§ bon tneiten. 
matt^e. ®rntn, tocrtfier §err, berattiet cud^ in I 309s 

(®c(;n tooruber.) 

anavgaveie. S®/ atngen, ouS bent ©inn I 

®ie ;^bflid)feit ift end) gelduftg'; 
aittein i^r l^abt bcr greunbe puftg, 

* ©ie finb berftdnbiger, al§ id^ bin. 

Stauft. D Sefte ! gtanbe, ibo§ tnon fo berftiinbig nennt, 3100 
Sft oft nie^r ©itetfeit nnb S'nrsfinn. 
annvgitcete. SSJie? 

gduft. aid^, bafi bie ©infolt, ba§ bie Unfd^uib nte 
©id^ fetbft unb i!^ren l^eit’gen SSert^ erlennt ! 

®aB ®emut^, 9 iiebrig!cit, bie l^bd^ften ©oben 
®er liebeboH auStl^eilenben 9 totur — 


310S 



Garden 




Margaret. Do not incommode yourself ! How can you, 
now, kiss it ? It is so ugly, is so rough. What a lot of 
things have I not had to do already ! My mother is 
much too close. (T/iey pass o?i.) 

Martha. And you, sir — you are always travelling thus ? 

Mephistopiieles. Alas, that business and duty drive us to 
it ! With how much pain one leaves many a place, and 
yet — no help for it — may not tarry ! 

Martha. In the wild years, it does very well to rove thus 
freely round about through the world. But the evil 
time draws near ; and to drag oneself as an old bachelor 
alone to the grave, that has done no good yet to any one. 

Mephistopheles. I see that with terror from afar. 

Martha. Then, worthy sir, bethink you in time! (T/iey 
pass on,) 

Margaret. Yes, out of sight out of mind ! Politeness is 
easy to you. But you have plenty of friends ; they are 
more sensible than I am. 

Faust. Oh dearest ! l)elieve, what peoj)le thus call sensible, 
is often rather vanity and narrow-mindedness. 

Margaret. How 

Faust. Ah, that simplicity, that innocence, never knows 
itself and its holy worth ! that humility, lowliness — the 
highest gifts of kindly-dispensing nature — 
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3106-3*35 


anacgavete. 2 )cnft i^r fltt ein SlugenBHdd^en itur, 
tuerbe 3 eit genug an eud^ ju benlen I^aben. 
afauft. 3 :^r fe^b wo:^! niet atfein? 
swatflatcte. ^a, unfrc ift nur flein, . 

Unb bo(^ intH fie ncrjeljen fc^n. 3110 

SBir l^abeit fetnc SJJagb ; mu^ fod^en, fegen, ftricEen 
Unb na'^n, unb laufen frii:^ unb f^jat ; 

Unb metnc 3 Jiutter ift in alien ©tiicfen 
@0 accurat I 

SHid^t bofj fie juft fo fe'^r fid) ein3ufd)ronIen l^ot, 3115 

SBir fottnten unS ttjeit cl)’r oI§ anbre regen : 

SRetn SSater '^interlie^ ein l^iibfd^ SSermiigen, 

($in §au§d^en unb ein ©artd^eu bor ber < 3 tabt. 

S)odE) l)aV id^ je^t fo jicmiid) ftitte Soge ; 

SKein SBruber ift (Solbat, 3120 

50 tein ©d^loefterdjen ift tobt. 

Sd^ i^atte mit bent SJinb too^I meine liebe SRotl^ ; 

®od^ iibcrnal^nt’ id^ gern nod^ einntal oEe f( 5 Iagc, 

@0 lieb njar ntir bo§ Stinb. 

Sauft. ©in ©ngel, iBcnn bir’§ glid^ ! 

mataattie. ^d^ Jog cs mif, unb l^ersM) liebt’ eS mid^. 312s 
toor nod) ineiucS ffintcrS 2 ;ob geboren ; 

®ie SOtutter gaben toir oerloren, 

©0 elenb wie fie bontals lag, 

Unb fie erl^olte fid) fel^r longfam, nad^ unb nac^. 

S)n lonnte fie nun nid)t brou beufen, 3130 

®a§ arme SBurmd^en felbft sn tranfen, 

Unb fo erjog id^’S ganj atlein, 

Sflit 9 KiId^ unb SBaffer ; fo toorb’S mein. 

9 luf nieinem 9 Irm, in meinem ©d^oofe 

aaSor’g freunbltd^, jaij^jclte, loarb grofe. 313s 
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Margaret. Think of me but one little moment; I shall 
have time enough to think of you. 


Faust. You are much alone, I dare say ? 


Margaret. Yes; our household is but small, and yet it 
must be looked after. Wo have no maid ; I imist cook, 
sweep, knit, and sew, and run early and late. And my 
mother is so precise in all things ! Not that she has to 
pinch herself quite so much ; we might make a stir much 
more than others. My father left a pretty property, — 
a small house, and a little garden outside the town. 
But at present I have fairly quiet days. My brother is 
a soldier ; my little sister is dead. I had, indeed, a nice 
lot of trouble with the child; but I would willingly 
undertake onx;e more all the worries, so dear was the 
child to me. 


Faust. An angel, if it resembled thee ! 


Margaret. I ])rought it up, and it loved me heartily. It 
was born after my father’s death. We gave my mother 
up for lost, so wretched as she then lay; and she 
recovered very slowly, by degrees. Thus, of course, 
she could not think of suckling the poor little mite 
herself ; and so I reared it all alone with milk and 
water. So it became mine. On my arm, in my lap, 
it was cheerful, kicked, and grew. 
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3136-3160 


Sanft. l^aft getoig baS reinfte em)}funben. 
aRargnretc. ®od^ ttud^ flctoi^ gat trtand^e fd^toere ©tunbcn. 
®e§ Slleinen SBiege ftanb gu 3?a(^t 
2 tn meinem Sett’ ; e§ burfte fount fid^ regen, 

SBor id^ erlnod^t ; 3140 

Solb nm^t’ td^’S tronfen, Both e§ gu nttr legen, 

Sotb, toenn’S nid^t fd^toieg, toom Sett’ ouffte^n, 

Itnb tangetnb in ber SJonimer ouf unb nteber gel^n, 

Unb frtt^ am ^oge fd^on ont 833 afd^trog ftel^n ; 

Sonn ouf bem SDtorft unb on bent .§erbe forgen, 3145 
Unb immerfort mie l^eut fo morgen. 

®o ge^t’g, mein ^err, ntd[;t immer mntl^tg ju ; 

Sod^ fd^medtt bofiir bo§ Sffen, jd^medft bie 9 iul^’. 

(®e^n uorubcr.) 

Sttntttje. ®te orntett S 03 ei 6 er ftnb bo^ ilbet bran : 

6 in ^ageftolg ift fd^toertidCj gtt befel^ren. 315° 

swctutfiopocies. (£§ fame nur ouf cures ©leid^en on, 

SDlid^ etncS Seffern gu Belei^ren. 
annvt^i!. @agt grab’, mein J^err, l^abt il^r nod^ nid^ts 
gcfuttben ? 

§at fid^ bo§ §erg nid[;t irgenbmo gebunben ? 

SoS ©fjrid^mort fogt : ©in eigncr ;^erb, 
©in BroOcS SBeiB, finb @otb unb iperlett mert:^. 3156 

auarttic. Sd^ meine, oB it)r niemals Suft Befommett? 
anci>i^iftot)Qcic 9 . SJtan l^at mid^ tiBeroH red^t ^oftid^ ouf« 
genommeit. 

mat the. Sd^ moUtc fagcn: worb’S nic ©rnft in euerm 
Bergen? 

2 «et>^ifto|»fteU 8 . 3 )iit grouen foil man fid^ nie unterftd^n 
gu fd^ergen. 316° 

anacibc. Sld^, i^r oerftel^t mid^ nid^t 1 
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Faust. You have certainly felt the purest happiness. 

Margaret. Yet certainly full many weary hours also. 
The little one’s cradle stood at night by my bed; it 
could hardly stir but I woke. Now I had to give it 
drink ; now to lay it by me ; now, when it was not 
quiet, to rise from bed, and go skipping up and down 
the room ; and, early in the day, to stand already at the 
wash-tub ; then go to market, and see to the cooking ; 
and on and on, as to-day so to-morrow. Thus, sir, 
things do not always go cheerily ; but eating relishes, 
rest relishes, for it. (They pass o?t.) 

Martha. The poor women arc indeed in a sad plight as 
to that ; an old bachelor is hard to convert. 

Mepiiistopheles. It would depend only on your like to 
inform me of a better thing. 

Martha. Say plainly, sir ; have you found nothing yet ? 
Has your heart not attached itself anywhere ? 

Mepiiistopiieles. The proverb says — a hearth of one’s 
own, a good wife, are worth gold and pearls. 

Martha. I mean, has no fancy ever taken you 1 

Mephistopheles. I have everywhere been received very 
politely. 

Martha. I wished to say, was there never anything 
serious with your heart ? 

Mephistopheles. One should never venture to jest with 
ladies. 

Martha. Ah, you do not understand me ! 
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^anfk 


3161-3182 


tl^ut mtr l^erjtid^ leib I 
®od^ ic^ Derfte^’ — ba§ fcl^r giitig fe^b. 

(®c^it ^aotuBcr.) 

Siittft. ®u fannteft mid), 0 fteincr @ngel, toieber, 

©letd^ al§ id^ in ben @arten lani ? 
aWtttnntctc. @a^t il)r e§ nid^t? id^ fd^Iug bic Slugcn nieber. 
gmtft. Unb bn ber^ei'^ft bie grei^eit, bie id^ na^m, 3»<56 
SE3a§ fid^ bie gred^'^eit unterfongen, 

2il§ bn jungfi au§ bent ^Som gegangcn ? 

2 »«*fl«*cte. Sd^ JDar befturjt, mir tnor bci§ nie geid^e^n; 
lonnte Slietnnnb bon mir UebelS fogen. 3170 

2Id^ I bac^t’ id^, ^at er in beinem 93etragcn 
SBa§ grcd)eS, UnanftfinbigeS gciel)n ? 

fc^ien U)n gieid^ nur ansutnnnbcin, 

9Jiit biefer ®irne grobe ^in 5 U ^anbeln. 

@e[te^’ id^’S bod^ ! id) Jou^tc nid^t, wa§ fid) 3175 

3u euerm S8Drd)eit l^iet ju regcn gleid^ bcgonnte ; 

SlUcin gclbi^, id^ mar rcc^t bof’ auf mi(^, 
id) auf eud^ nid^t bbfer merben fonnte. 

©il^Siebd^enl 

anatsdvcte. Sa^teiumatl 

(©ic cine @tcrn^>^umc uuD guvft t>ic 53Utter al\ cinS na(^ tern anbern.) 

3 «uft. S33a§ foil ba§ ? Sinen @trau^ ? 

swutflotctc. 5Jlein, eS foil nur ein @f)iel. 3180 

SttMft. SBie? 

a«in:o«i*ctc. @el)t 1 i^r lac^t mid^ an8. 

(@ie ruvft unb miirmeU.) 

Sfrtuft. SEBaS murmelft bn ? 

snat^atcit (^)alb laut). @r liebt mid^ — fiiebt mic^ nid^t. 
Snuft. S)u l^olbeS ^immelsangefid^t ! 
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Mephistopheles. I am heartily sorry for it! Still 1 
understand — that you are very kind. (They pass on.) 

Faust. You knew me again, Oh little angel, directly [ 
came into the garden ? 

Margaret. Did you not sec it ? J cast down my eyes. 

Faust. And you forgive the liberty that 1 took ? — what 
my impertinence ventured on, as you were going out 
of the cathedral lately ? 

Margaret, I was confused; it had never happened to 
me ; no one could speak ill of me. Ah, thought I, has 
he seen anything bold, unbecoming, in thy behaviour ? 
It seemed simply to strike him directly, to deal with 
this girl ofF-hand. 1 must confess it at once ! I knew 
not what began directly to stir here in your favour; 
but certainly I was very angry with myself, that 1 
could not be angrier with you, 

Faust. Sweet darling 1 

Margaret. Just wait 1 (She gathers an aster, and pulls 
off the leaves one after the other.) 

Faust. What is that for 'I — a nosegay ? 

Margaret. No ; it is only a game. 

Faust. How? 

Margaret. Go 1 you will laugh at me. (She plucks off 
the petals a?id murmurs.) 

Faust. What are you murmuring ? 

Margaret (half aloud). He loves me— loves mo not. 

Faust. Thou sweet, heavenly face ! 
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3183-3204 


9Riitgiit!«te (fdi^rt fott). Siebt mtd^ — — fiiebt mid^ — 

(5)a« t«^t« JBIatt au«ru)5fenb, mil ^olbtr ffrcube.) 

@r Kcbt mid^ I 

Sottft. 3 a, mein S!htb I 2 o^ btefes SBtantcnhJort 

®ir @ 5 Ucrau§fbrud^ fel)tt I @r Kebt bid^ 1 3185 

SSerftel^ft bu, tt)a§ baS ? 6r Kcbt btd^ ! 

(Gr fa^t tl^rc Sctbcn •&<Snbc.) 

swrteflueete. 9 Wid^ uberlouft’S 1 

£) fd^oubre nid^t I Safe biefen SBIidE, 

Sofe btefen ^SnbebtudE btr fogen, 

2Ba§ imauSjprcd^Iid^ ift ; 3190 

8td^ feittjugeben gang unb eine SOSonne 

3 u fUfeleu, btc ctoig fc^n titufe I 

©tuig ! — 3t)c Wiivbc 9?er5tDetf(ung fel)n. 

9 lciit, fein @nbe ! Sein (Snbe ! 

(ajjargarcte brucft il^m tie mac^t unb Ifluft ujeg. ®r 

cincn 3lugcnbUct in @cbanfcn, bann foigt cr 

aRavi^e (fomtiKiib). ®ie Siacfet brid^t an. 3195 

aRef>Qifio4)I)eIe8. 3 “/ h>ir toottctt fort. 

aRdvt^e. 3^ ^>£1*’ eucfe, longer feier ju bletben, 

SlKettt e§ ift ein gar ju bofer Drt. 

@§ ift, oI§ Ijotte Stiemonb nicfetg 3U tretben 
llnb nid^t§ ju fifeoffen, 

Site anf be§ Slad^born ©cferitt unb S:rttt ju gaffcn, 32°° 
Unb man lommt tn 3 ®ereb’, toie man fid^ tmmer fteCt. 

Unb unfer ^Srcfeen ? 

a«e»»!6ilto<>i>eic8. 3fe ©oug bort oufgeflogen. 

aRutfetotH’gc ©ommerbbgel 1 
anavt^e. @r fd^eint ifer getoogen. 

a»eob<ft<>t»bfie8- Unb fie tfem aud^, SaS ift ber Sanf ber 
SBeltl 
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Margaret (continues). Loves me — not — loves me — not 
— (plucking off the last petal with otid delight) ho loves 
me ! 

Faust. Yes, my child ! Let this flower-language be to 
thee a divine decision ! He loves thee ! Dost thou 
understand what that means % He loves thee ! (He 
takes both her hands.) 

Margaret. I shake all over ! 

Faust. Oh, tremble not ! Let this look, let this pressure 
of the hand, tell thee what is unspeakable ; — to give 
oneself up wholly, and to feel a joy that must be 
eternal ! Eternal ! — its end would be despair. No ! 
no end ! no end ! 

(Margaret presses his hands^ disengages herself^ and runs away. He 
stands a moment in thought ^ then he follows her . ) 

Martha (approaching. The night is coming on. 

Mephistopheles. Yes, and we fll away. 

Martha. I would beg you to stay here longer, but it is 
much too wicked a place. It is as if nobody had any- 
thing to carry on, or anything to do, but to gape after 
his neighbour's comings and goings ; and one gets 
talked about, however one behaves. And our little 
pair ? 

Mephistopheles. Have flown up the walk yonder. Wan- 
ton butterflies ! 

Martha. He seems taken with her. 

Mephistopheles. And she with him, too. That is the 
way of the world ! 



din ©atten^dudt^en. 


SOldtgatete ftjcingt herein, jlccft fic^ l^ititet bic S^itr, tie Singctfpitje 
an btc unb gurft buve^ bic Sitjje. 


SDlavgdtetc. ©rfotllllltl 3205 

Sttuft (fommt). 2ld^ ©d^etm, fo nedft bu Itiid^ ! 

Sreff’idjbid)! 

(@r fupt fic.) 

a^avgavete (l^n faffenb unb ben Jln§ gurudflebenb). 

Sefter SWann ! bon §crjen licb’ id^ bic^ I 

9 nc|)()ifio))beled an. 

(jlambfenb). SSer ba ? 
ajic^bifto^bcic^i. ®ut greiinb ! 

@tnS:i)ier! 

mepDmopxycic^. ift n)o!^t ^di 5U Jd^eiben. 

ajiflttbc (fommt). ^a, e§ ift fpat, 'Wiein §err. 

3a«ft. ®arf id; eud^ md;t geteiten ? 

awargauctc. ®ie SIKutter tourbe ntid^ — £ebt too^I I 
a? *1 It ft. ajlu^ idb benn gel^n ? 

Sebc too^I I 3210 

Slbel 

s^avgavetc. 9luf Balbig SBieberfel^n ! 

(S^aufb unb ab.) 


aRncgiivete. ®u KeBer @ott ! h)og fo cin SKojtn 
9li^t otteS, oHeg benleit fonn ! 

SBefc^Smt nur id^ bor bo, 

Unb jog’ ju alien ©od^en jo. 

SBtn bod^ ein ornt, untoiffenb Sinb, 3215 

SSegretfe nid^t, lt)o 8 er on mtr finb’t. (316.) 
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A Summerhouse. 

(Margaret springs in, places herself behind the door, holds the tip of 
her finger to her lips, and peeps through the crevice . ) 

MARC4ARET." He comes ! 

Faust {comes). Ah, rogue ! Dost tease me thus 'I 1 Vo 
caught thee ! (fTe kisses her.) 

Mar(4ARET {embracing him and returning the kiss). Best 
of men ! I love thee from my heart ! 

(Mephistopheles knocks.) 

Faust {stamping. Who ’s there ^ 

Mepiiistopheles. a friend. 

Faust. A brute! 

Mephistopheles. It is time to part, 1 believe. 

Martha {comes). Yes, sir, it is late. 

Faust. May I not attend you ? 

Margaret. My mother would — farewell ! 

Faust. Must I then go ? Farewell ! 

Martha. Adieu! 

Margaret. Till our next speedy meeting ! 

[^Exeunt Faust and Mephistopheles.) 

Good God ! what a lot — a lot — of things such a man 
can think about ! I merely stand there ashamed ])eforo 
him, and say Yes to all things. I am in sooth a poor 
ignorant child; I do not understand what he finds 
in me. {Eodit.) 


Q 
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3 * 17 - 3*44 


gflttft 


Salb unb 

gnuft (alleiii). ©rl^obner @eift, bu gabft nttr, gabft mir SlUeS, 
aSarutn td^ bot. $u ^oft mir nic^t umfonft 
®etn Stngefid^t im Scuer jugetoenbet. 

@obft mir bie l^errli^e Slatur jum SBnigreicI^, 3220 

®roft, fie 5U fu'^tcn, ju genieScn. 9 lid^t 
SJalt ftaunenben Sefud^ ertnubft bu uur, 

S 8 erg 5 nneft mir in i^rc tiefe SSruft, 

SBie in ben S3ufen eincS greunb§, ju fd^fluen. 

Su fii^rft bic Uieitje ber Sebcnbigen 3225 

SSor mir uorbct, unb lel^rft mid) mctne Sriiber 
Sfm ftitten SBufdi, in 2 uft unb SBciffcr fennen. 

Unb menu bcr Sturm im SBalbe brauft nnb fnnrrt, 

S)ie aiiefenftc^te fturjcnb 5 ilad|barofte 

Unb 'Jlad^barftammc quctfd^enb nieberftreift, 3*30 

Unb il^rem SqH bumf)f bcr §ugel bonnert, 

$antt ful^rft bu mid) pr fid^cm §o^Ie, jeigft 
2)lid^ bann mir felbft, unb meiner eignen S3ruft 
©el^eimc tiefe SBunber open fid^. 

Unb ftcigt bor meinem Slid ber reinc 2 Ronb 3*35 

SBefonftigenb Iierilber, fd^roeben mir 

9 Son getfenwdnben, au§ bem feud^ten Sufd^, 

®er SSormett fitberne ©eftoltcn ouf, 

Unb linbern ber SBetroc^tung ftrenge Suft. 

D ba§ bem 3 Kenfd^cn nid^tS SSoUommneS mirb, 3*40 
®mi)pb’ id^ nun. $n gobft p biefer SSonne, 

®ie mid^ ben (Sottern na'^ unb nafier bringt, 

2 Rir ben Oefa^rten, ben i^ fd^on nic^t me^r 
©ntbel^ren fonn menn er gleid^, folt unb fred^, 
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Forest and Cavern. 

Faust {alo?ie). Sublime Spirit ! thou gavest me, gavest mo 
everything for which I prayed. Not in vain hast thou 
turned to me thy countenance in fire. Thou gavest me 
glorious Nature for a kingdom, power to feel, to enjoy 
her. Not merely a coldly wondering visit dost thou 
permit ; thou grantest me to look into her deep breast, 
as into the bosom of a friend. Thou bringest past before 
me the series of living things, and tcachest me to know 
my brethren in the still copse, in air, and water. And 
when the storm roars and creaks in the forest, the giant- 
pine, precipitating its neighbour-boughs and neighbour- 
stems, sweeps, crushing, down, — and the hill thunders, 
dull and hollow, to its fall, — then thou leadest me to the 
safe cavern, showest me then to myself ; and secret, deep 
wonders of my own breast reveal themselves. And 
when soothingly the pure moon rises above in my sight, 
the silvery forms of past ages float up to me from the 
walls of rock, out of the moist copse, and temper the 
stern delight of contemplation. 


Oh, now I feel that nothing perfect comes to man ! With 
this joy, which brings me nearer and nearer to the gods, 
thou gavest me the companion whom already I can no 
longer dispense with ; though, cold and insolent, he de- 
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3a4S-3«73 


SUlid^ t)or ntir felfift erniebrigt, unb jh SRid^tg, 

SOlit etnem SSortl^aud^, beine ©aben toanbelt. 

@r in ntetner Sruft cin milbeg geuer 
Slad^ ienem jc^bnen SSiib gefd|oftig an. 

@0 taumt’ td^ non SBegterbc ju ©enug, 

Unb im ©enu§ oerfdCjmod^t’ it^ nod^ Segierbe. 3250 

tritt auf. 

a)icniiifionne!c 9 < |)a6ti^r nun batb bag Seben g’nug ge< 
fu^i't ? 

SESie tonn’g eudb in bie Songe freuen ? 

6g ift iuobt gut, bag ntnn’g einntol ^jrobirt ; 

®onn abec toieber jiu toag SReuen 1 
Souft. S'!) toollt’, bu gatteft tnegr ju tgun, 3255 

2Ug niid^ am gutcn Sag 5U plogen. 
soienbifioDbeies* 9 'liitt, Jtunl i(^ laff’ bidi) gerne rugn; 

®n borfft ntir’g nicgt im ©mftc fogen. 

2ln bit ©efcllen, ungolb, barfdg unb toll, 

Sft loagriicg toenig ju oerlieren. 3260 

Sen gansen Sag gat man bie J&onbe noK 1 
SBag igm gefaUt nub toag man lagen joH, 

Sann man bem ^crrn nie an ber SRaje f^firen. 

Sog ift fo juft ber recgte Son ! 

©r toitt nod^ Sanf, bag er midg ennugirt. 3265 

aneobifioobeies. SSie gatt’ft bu, armer ©rbenfogn, 

Scin Seben ogne mid^ gefftgrt ? 

5 Bom Sribgfrobg ber Smagination 
$ab’ id^ bidtj bocg ouf Seitett long curirt ; 

Unb wiir’ idg nidgt, fo loftr’ft bu fdgon 327° 

9Son biefem ©rbbaU abffjogiert. 

SSag gaft bu ba in $8l^ten, gelfenri^en 
Sid^ toie ein ©d^ugu ju oetfifeen? 
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grades me in my own eyes, and, with a word-breath, 
turns thy gifts to nought. He is busily kindling in my 
breast a wild fire for that fair image. Thus I reel from 
desire to enjoyment, and in enjoyment T languish for 
desire. 


Mephistopiieles enters . 

Mephistopheles. Have not you now had almost enough 
of this kind of life ? How can it delight you for any 
length of time It is all very well that one should try 
it once, but then on again to something new ! 

Faust. I would you had something else to do than to 
plague me in my happier hour. 

Mephistopheles. Well, well ! I will leave you to yourself 
with pleasure; — you need not tell me so in earnest. 
Truly, it is little to lose in you a companion ungracious, 
peevish, and crazy. One has one’s hands full the whole 
day ! One can never find out from the gentleman’s face 
what pleases him, and what one must let alone. 

Faust. That is so exactly the proper tone ! You want 
thanks, to boot, for wearying me. 

Mephistopheles. Poor son of earth ! how would you 
have led your life without me 1 I have at least cured 
you, for some time to come, of the whimsies of imagina- 
tion ; and but for me, you would already have walked 
off from this globe. What business have you to sit and 
mope here in caverns and rock-rifts, like an owl 1 Why 



246 


3 * 74-3303 




aSaS au8 bunnifetn 3 Roo 8 unb triefenbem ©eftein, 
SBie eitte Srote, Jio'^rung ein ? 3275 

6itt fc^Sner, filler 3eitBcrtmb 1 
®tt ftedtt ber Soctor nod^ itn Seib. 

aSerftel^ft bu, Wo§ fiir neue SebenSfroft 
9Rir btefer SBanbel in ber Debe fdjofft ? 

3a, tniirbeft bii e§ a^nen tonnen, 3280 

®u todreft Scufel g’nug, ntein ©liicl mir nid^t ju gbnnen. 

aRe|i9iftot)beied. Sin ubetitbifd^eg SSergniigen I 
3n 9 ?od^t unb auf ben ©ebirgen fiegen, 

Unb 6rb’ unb |»intmet wonnigtid^ umfaffen, 

3« eincr ©ottl^eit fid^ onffd^toeHen laffen, 3285 

®et Srbe 3Rar! ntit St^nungSbrong burdijtoii^len, 

SlHe jed^S Sagetoerl’ im iBufen fii^Ien, 

Sn ftoljer fi'raft, id^ tnei^ nid^t Wa§, genie^en, 

Soft licbenjonnigtid^ in alle§ iiberflie^en, 

Serfd^njunben gonj ber Srbenjo^n, 3290 

Unb bonn bie bo^e Satuition — (STOit einer Oeberbe.) 

3d^ barf nidfit fagen, ioie — 30 fd^lie^en. 

3 «uft. iPfui iiber bid^ I 

anettbifiofi^eics. ®a8 tniH eud| nid^t be^ogen; 

^obt bo§ 9 ?ec^t, gefittet bfui 3W fagen. 
aJlon barf bos nicfit bor teufc^cn O^ren nennen, 3295 
aSBoS leuf^e §er3en nid^t entbe^ren tonnen. 

Unb furs aab gut, id^ gonn’ 3 f)ta baS Sergniigen, 
©elegentli^ fid^ etwaS borsulugen ; 

®od^ Innge fiiilt Sr boS nid^t ouS. 

®u bift fd^on h)ieber abgetrieben, 3300 

Unb, bjol^rt eS longer, oufgerieben 
3tt 2:olIl^eit ober Slngft unb ©rouS. 

©enug bamit 1 3)ein Siebd^en fi^t babrinne, 
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do you sip in nourishment from damp moss and dripping 
stone, like a toad ? A fair, sweet pastime ! The doctor 
still sticks in your body. 

Faust. Dost thou understand what new life-power this 
wandering in the wilderness procures for me ? Yes, 
wert thou able to divine it, thou wouldst bo devil 
enough to grudge me my happiness. 

MErmsTOPHELES. A super-terrestrial pleasure ! To lie in 
night and dew on the mountains, and joyfully embrace 
earth and heaven ; to swell yourself up to a divinity ; 
to rake through the earth’s marrow with presageful im- 
pulse ; to feel all the six days’ works in your bosom ; 
to enjoy in proud strength I know not what; — now to 
overflow love-enraptured into everything, the mortal 
vanished quite; and then the lofty intuition — i^vith a 
gesture) I must not say how — to close ! 

Faust. Fie upon yoTi ! 

Mepiiistopheles. That will not please you — you are 
right; it is decorous to say fie! One must not name 
before chaste ears that which chaste hearts cannot go 
without. And, in short, I do not grudge you the pleasure 
of lying somewhat to yourself to suit the occasion. 
But you will not keep up that long. You arc already 
again worn out, and if it lasts longer, will be fretted 
into madness, or anguish and horror. Enough of this I 
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3304-3333 


Unb oHeS totrb tl^r eng’ unb Mb’. 

®u fontmft il^r gar nid^t au§ bent ©inne, 3305 

@te l^at bidb ubermod^tig lieb. 

©ryt fam beine Siebestouti^ flbergcftoyycn, 

SBie bom gefd^moljnen S^nce etn S8(id^Ieln uberyteigt ; 

®u l^oyt yie t^r in§ ^erj gegoyyen, 

jyiun iyt bein SBad^Iein mieber yetd^t. 3310 

SRidI biinft, anytatt in 3 BaIbcm p t^roncn, 

Siefe’ eS bem grogen §erren gut, 

®oS arme oyyeniungc 50 tut 
Sftr yeinc Siebe ju bclol^ttcn. 

®ie Sett toirb tl)r erbarmlid^ long ; 331s 

©te yte’^t otn Senyter, yi^t bie SBotfen ^tetin 
Ueber bie atte ©tobtmouer ^in. 

SBenn id^ ein Siiglein toor’ 1 yo gei^t il^r ®cyottg 
Joge tong, tjotbe Sta^te tong. 

©inmat iyt yie munter, meiyt betrubt,' 3320 

©inmat red^t oulgemcint, 

®onn micber ru^ig, mic’§ yd^eint, 

Unb immer bertiebt. 
gmift. ©d^tonge! ©d^tangel 

ane|)btf*obbeie8 (fiir ftcb). @ett I bo§ id^ bid^ yange I 3325 
SJerrudtjter ! l^ebe bid^ bon l^innen, 

Unb nenne nid^t bo 3 yd^iine SBeib ! 

SSring’ bie Segier p i’^rem yil^cn 2 eib 
SRid^t micber bor bie '^atb bcrriicEtcn ©innen I 
anct)bifiat)bcicd. 28 a§ yoK e§ benn? ©ie meint, bU yc^yi 
entfto^n, 333° 

Unb l^atb unb l^atb biyt bn e§ yd^on. 

3 «ufi. 3 d& bin il)r not)’, unb Jnar’ id^ nod^ yo yerri, 

Sd^ lann yie nie bergeyyen, nie bertieren ; 
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Your darling sits within there, and everything is grow- 
ing confined and gloomy to her. You are never out of 
her thought. She loves you overpowcringly. First 
came your passion overflown, like a rivulet surcharged 
with molted snow ; you have poured it into her heart ; 
now your rivulet is shallow again. Methinks, instead of 
reigning in forests, it might seem good to the great 
gentleman to reward the poor young creature for her 
love ! The time grows pitiably long to her ; she stands 
at the window, and sees the clouds travel away over the 
old town-walls. ^ If I were a little bird ! ’ — so goes her 
song all the day, and half the night. One while she is 
cheerful, mostly cast down ; one while (piite out-wept ; 
then again, as it seems, calm ; and over in love ! 


Faust. Serpent ! serpent ! 


Mepiiistopheles {aside), I ’m sure now — I shall catch thee ! 


Faust. Miscreant ! Get thee from hence, and name not 
the lovely woman ! Bring not again the desire for her 
sweet body l)efore my half-distracted senses ! 


Mephtstopueles. What is to be done, then ? She thinks 
you are flown ; and so in some manner you already are. 


Faust. I am near her, and were I ever so far off, I can 
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3334-3361 


So, fienetbe fd^on ben Seib beg $errn, 

SBenn il^re Sippen i^tt tnbeg berii^ren. 333s 

aRep(){{t»ppeic8. @ar too^I, meitt greunb I Sd^ l^ab’ eud^ oft 
benetbet 

Utng BbJtHtnggpflor, bag unter SRofen loetbet. 

Srtuft. ®ntf[ie!^e, Suppler I 

©d^Cnl St)r fd^impft unb id^ inu§ 

lod^en. 

®er @ott, bet 93ub’ unb SSRabd^en f^uf, 

©rfannte gteit^ ben ebelften Setuf, 3340 

Stud^ fetbft ©elegen’^eit ju mod^en. 
fRur fort 1 ©g ift ein grower Sommer I 
Sfir font in eureg Siebd^eng Sommer, 

SRid^t ettoa in ben Sob. 

Sauft. SBag ift bie ^immetgfreub’ in i^ren Slrmen ? 334s 

2a6 mid) on i^rer Sruft ertoormen 1 
3u^r id^ nid^t immer il^re 9 lot^ ? 

Sin id§ ber 5 IM)tting nid^t, ber Unbe^aufte, 

S)er Unmenfdb o^nc 3med unb 9 iul)', 

$er wie ein SBaffcrfturj non geig ju gelfen broufte, 335° 
Segicrig loiltl^cnb, nodb bem Slbgrnnb jn ? 

Unb feitmortg fie, mit finblid^ bumpfen ©innen, 

Sm ^uttd^en auf bem Heinen 2ttpenfelb, 

Unb on il^r ^ougtid^eg Seginnen 

Umfangen in ber fteinen SBeft. 3353 

Unb id^, ber (Sottberl^oftte, 

§atte nidtit genug, 

id^ bic getfen fagte 
Unb fie ju Srilmmern fd^Iug l 

@ie, ifiten grieben mu^t’ id^ untergrobeu 1 336° 

S)u, $dlle, mu^teft biefeg Opfer l^aben I 
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never forget, never lose her. Yes, I envy even the Body 
of the Lord when her lips are touching it. 


Mephistopheles. Very well, my friend ! 1 have often 
envied you the twin-pair that feed among the roses ! 


Faust. Begone, pander ! 


Mephistopheles. Fine ! You rail and I must laugh. 
The God who created lad and lass recognised at the same 
time the most nolde calling of making opportunity too. 
But away ! It is a vast pity ! You must to your 
sweetheart’s chamber — not peradventurc to death ! 


Faust. What is the heavenly bliss in her arms ? Be it, 
that I warm myself on her breast ! — do I not always 
feel her distress Am I not the fugitive, the houseless 
one, the monster without aim and rest, who rushed 
like a cataract from rock to rock, greedily raging towards 
the abyss And she, beside, with child-like, unwakened 
senses, in the cot upon the little Alpine field, and all her 
homely work enfolded in that little world ! And I, the 
hated of God, was not contented that I grasped the 
rocks and smote them to shatters ! Her— her peace — I 
must undermine ! Thou, Hell, requiredst this sacrifice ! 
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3362-3385 


2:eufel, mtr bie 3ett ber Slngft tterlUrjen I 
SBo3 ntug gefd^el^n, ntag’g gletd^i gefd^el^Tt ! 

SWag i^r ©cfc^icf auf tnid^ jufammenfturjcn 
Unb fie ntit mir ju ©runbe ge^n I 3365 

si»c 05 iftoj»iieic 8 . SBte’8 mieber fiebet, wieber gtii'^tl 
@e^’ ein unb trSfte fie, bu ! 

SS5o fo ein S'bbfci^cn feincn 3luggong fie^t, 

©tettt er fid^ gteid^ ba§ @nbe nor. 

®§ lebe, Joer fid^ to^jfer fiatt I 3370 

3)u bift bod^ fonft fo jiemlit^ eingeteufelt. 

5Rid^t§ Slbgefd^ntarfierS finb’ id^ ouf ber SBelt, 

Sits einen 2:enfcl, ber nerjnjeifelt. 


©rett^enS ©tube. 

^vM)cn (am ©|)iniirobc aUcin). 

Sfleine SRul^’ ift !^in, 

SKein ^erj ift fdtjioer ; 337 s 

Sd| finbe fie nimmer 
Unb nimtnernte^r. 

2Bo id^ i^n nid^t l^ob’ 

Sft ntir boS @ro6, 

®ie gonje SBelt 3380 

Sft mir Oergcint. 

SKcitt ornter Jlo^jf 
3ft mir oerriidtt, 

SWein ormer ©inn 

Sft mir jerftildtt. 338 s 
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Help me, devil, to shorten the time of anguish ! Let 
what must happen, happen at once ! May her fate fall 
crushing on me, and she, with me, he ruined ! 


Mephistopiieles. How it seethes again, glows again ! Go 
in and comfort her, you fool ! When such a noddle secs 
no outlet, it imagines at once that all is at an end. He 
who l)cars himself bravely, for ever ! Yet otherwise, 
you h(ive had a fair spice of the devil about you. I 
know nothing in the world more absurd than a devil 
who despairs. 


Gretchen’s Room. 

Gretchen {alone at the spinning iv heel). 

My peace is gone, my heart is heavy ; I shall find it never 
and nevermore 


Where I have not him, is the grave to me; the whole 
world is ombittered to me. 


My poor head is distraught, my poor sense is shattered. 
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aRcinc ift 
SRein ift fd^toer; 

fiitbe fie nimmer 
Unb nimntertttcl)r. 

atadj i^m nur fd^au’ id; 3390 

gum Scnfter t)iuau§; 

5Rad) nur xi) 

9 tu§ bent §au§. 

0 ein I)ot}er (Sang, 

Sein’ cbte ®eftalt, 3391 

®eute§ SKuttbe^ £dd)e(n, 

©einer 3tuQen ©einalt, 

Unb feiner 9 iebe 
Sauberflufe, 

©cin .^diibcbrud, 

Unb adj I feitt Suf3 ! 

aiteiuc aiul;’ ift I)in> 

SRcin §cra ift fd^mer ; 

finbe fie nimmer 
Unb nimmermcl^r. 

aRein S3ufen brdngt 
©id^ nad^ il)m l^in. 

Sld^, biirft* id^ faffen 
Unb fialten iijn I 

Unb fiiffcn i^n, 

©0 mie id^ moKt’, 

3 ln feinen Stiffen 
aSergel^en fofft’ I 


3400 


3405 


3410 
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My peace is gone, my heart is heavy ; I shall find it never 
and nevermore. 


For him alone I look out at the window ; for him alone I 
go out of the house. 


His lofty gait, his noble form ; the smile of his moutli, the 
power of his eyes, 


And the witching fiow of his speech ; the pressure of his 
hand, and ah ! his kiss ! 


My peace is gone, my heart is heavy ; 1 shall find it never 
and nevermore. 


My bosom presses towards him. Ah, could 1 clasp and 
hold him, 


And kiss him as I would, upon his kisses I should pass 
away ! 
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gfdttft 


3)?art5cttd ©arteit. 

SD'^atflateie. ^auft. 

awavfltirctc. SSerftJdd^ mir, ^cinrid; I — 

5?fauft. Sa§ ii) fanul 

swatflavctc. 9 Jun fag’, lute ^aft bii’§ mit ber fRctigion ? 341s 
3 )u bift etu l^er^tid^ gutcr ®Zann, 

Mein id; gtaub*, bit nid;t uiel bauon. 

Sttttft. Saft ba§, ineitt Slinb ! ®u fiibtft, id^ bin bit gut ; 
gitr nteine Siebcn Ue^’ id; 2 eib unb 93 Iut, 

28 iE SKiemanb fein @cful;l unb feine ffiirc^e ranben. 3420 
luuvadrctc. ift nid;t red;t ; man mug bran gtauben I 
Srtttft. SKtiftman? 

SDUrflrtrctc. M;, luemi idb etlua§ auf bid^ fonnte! 

®u el^rft and; nid^t bie ^eit’gen ©acramcnte. 

^d; el;re fie. 

suutflrttctc. ®od^ oI;ne SSerlangen. 

Snr 9 Kcffc, jur Scid;te bift bn langc nid;t gegangen. 3425 
©latibft bu an @ott ? 

Sttufi. ajjeitt Siebd^en, luer barf fagcn, 

Sd^ gtaub’ an ®ott? 

SWagft ^riefter ober SBeife fragen, 

Unb ii;rc Stnttuort fd^eint nur 

Ueber ben grager ju fetitt. 3430 

swuiTflatctc. ©0 glaubft bu nid;t? 

SJttijft. ^Jtig^or’ mid; nid^t, bu l^oIbeS Mgefid^t ! 

SBer barf i^n nennen ? 

Unb iuer belennen : 

3 d^ gtaub’ il^n ? 

SBer em^jfinben 


3435 
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Martha's Garden. 

Margaret. Faust. 

Margaret. Promise me, Henry ! — 

Faust. What I can ! 

Margaret. Now say, how is it with thy religion ? Thon 
art a thoroughly good man, but T believe thou dost not 
think much of it. 

Faust. Leave that, my child ! thou fcclcst 1 love thee : 
I would give up body and blood for those I love ; I wish 
to rob nobody of his feeling and his church. 

Margaret. That is not right; one must believe in it ! 

Faust. Must one 'i 

Margaret. Ah, if I had any influence over thee ! Thou 
dost not honour even the holy sacraments. 

Faust. I honour them. 

Margaret. Yet without desiring them. It is long since 
thou hast gone to mass or confession. Dost thou believe 
in God ? 

Faust. My darling, who dares say, ‘ I believe in God ' ? 
Thou mayst ask priests or sages, and their answer will 
seem to be but mockery of the questioner. 

Margaret. Then, thou dost not believe 1 

Faust. Misconceive me not, thou sweetest countenance! 
Who dare name Him? And who avow, ‘I believe in 
R 
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3436-3466 




Unb m unterwinben 
3u fagen : glaub’ i^n nid^t ? 

®er SlHumfaffer, 

®er 2 incrI)ofter, 

gofit unb erl^ott cr nidjt 3440 

Sicl§, juic^, fid§ fdbft ? 

SBofbt fic^ bcr §tmmct nid^t bobroben ? 

Siegt bie @rbc nic^t bteruntcn fcft ? 

Unb fteigen, freunbticf) bticfenb, 

©loigc ©terne uid^t (jermif? 344s 

©dbau’ tdb nicbt 9 tug’ in 9 lugc bir, 

Unb brcingt md[)t oHeS 
9 lacb §aupt unb $cr3cn bir, 

Unb iocbt in elnigcm ©cl^eiinnifj, 

Uttfic^tbar, fidfjtbnr, nebcn bir ? 3450 

(Srfilll' bfltjon bcin .ficrs, fo grofe c§ ift, 

Unb lueim bit ganj in bent ©efu^Ie fclig bift, 

■iJlcnn’ eS bann, iuie bu wiUft, 

SRcnn’^ ©tiidE ! Iierj ! Siebc ! @ott 1 

SdC) I)flbe feinen 9 Janten 3455 

Sflfiir 1 ©efiibt ift aCeg ; 

9 lome ift ©dbatt unb fRandb, 

Untnebelnb §imntel§glutl^. 
anitvgat etc. ®a§ ift atle§ red^t fdjiin unb gut ; 

Ungefdt)t fngt bo§ ber fpforrer oud^, 3460 

3lnr mit ein bifed^en mtbern SBorten. 

Souft. @8 fogen’S oHcr Orten 
Side ^erjen nnter bent l^imtnfif^en Soge, 

Sebe8 in feiner ©^irad^e; 

SBarunt nid^t id§ in ber meinen ? 3465 

aR«c0a«ete. SEBenn ntan ’3 fo ^ort, m 5 (|t ’8 Icibli^ fd^einen, 
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Him ’ 1 Who can feci, and venture to say, ‘ I believe 
not in Him ’ ? The All-enfolder, the All-sustaincr, enfolds 
and sustains Ho not thee, mo. Himself ? Does not the 
heaven arch itself there above 1 Lies not the earth 
firm here below ^ And do not eternal stars rise, cheer- 
fully gleaming, on high ? Gaze I not into thine eyes ; 
and is not all thronging to thy head and heart, and 
moving, invisibly, visibly, in eternal mystery about 
theel Fill up thy heart with it, great as it is, and 
when thou art wholly blest in the feeling, then call it 
what thou wilt ; call it Bliss ! Heart ! Love ! God ! 1 

have no name for it ! Feeling is all ; name is sound 
and smoke, o’crclouding heaven’s glow. 


Matk^aret. That is all very fine and good; the parson 
also says pretty nearly that, only with somewhat different 
words. 


Faust. All hearts in all places beneath the heavenly day 
say it, each in its language, — why not 1 in mine 1 


Margaret. If one hears it thus, it might seem passable 
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3467-3495 




©te^t otier bod^ immer fd^ief borum ; 

®ertn bu l^aft fciti S^riftentl^ujn. 

Snitft. fiieb’SSEinbl 

sjiaifltttcte. @3 tttir tang’ fd^on toe^, 

®o 6 idf) bii^ in ber @e}eClf^a{t fel)'. 3470 

ffnnf*. SBiefo? 

anntgtircte. ®er SKcnfc^, ben bu bo bei bit !^oft, 

3 ft iitir in ticfer inu’rer Seete nerijnfjt ; 

6§ l^ot niir in mcinein 2ebcn 
©0 ntdfjts cinen ©tic^ in§ .^erj gegebcn, 

9 lfe bc§ SKcnfctjcn Inibrig (ScfWjt. 3475 

Sditfi 2tc6c ifiniJpe, filrdijt’ Ujtt ni^tl 
winigavctc. ©einc ©cgcnluort beiocgt ntir ba§ 93 Int. 

Sdt) bin fonft alien fOlcnfcljcn gnt ; 

9lbcr, loie idl) mid^ feline, bid^ ju fd^ouen, 

§nb’ id^ nor bem SOlenfcljen cin lieintlic^ ©rouen, 3480 
Unb lialf iijn fiir cinen ©d^elnt boju ! 

®ott ner^ci^’ niir’s, joenn id^ i|m Unrest t^n’ 1 
Sniift. @§ ning oud^ fold^c Stinje geben. 
sjargorctc. 9BoIIte nidE)t ntit feincS ©leid^en leben ! 

Sommt er einntol jur S^iic’ l^erein, 3485 

©ie!^t er immer fo fpottifd^ brein, 

Unb l^olb ergrimmt ; 

9Jlnn fid^t, bo& er on nid^ts teinen 8tnt£|eil nimmt ; 

ftel^t itjm on ber ©tirn’ gefd^rieben, 

®n§ er nid^t mog cine ©eete tieben. 3490 

ajlir loirb’g fo Jool^t in beincm 9 trm, 

©0 frei, fo l^ingegeben toorm, 

Unb feine ©egenluort fd^nurt mir bo8 Snn’re p. 

Siinfi. S>u o^nungSboUer ©ngel bu I 
anatgatete. ^oS iibetmonnt mid^ fo fel^r, 


3495 
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there is, however, still something wrong about it, for 
thou hast no Christianity. 

Faust. Dear child ! 

Margaret. I have long been grieved at the company I 
see thee in. 

Faust. How so ? 

Margaret. The man whom thou hast here with tlicc is 
hateful to me in my deep, inmost soul. Nothing in my 
life has given me such a pang in my licart as the man’s 
repulsive face. 

Faust. Dear pet, fear him not ! 

Margaret. His presence agitates my l)loo(1. Otherwise, 
I am well-disposed to all men ; but, much as I long to 
sec thee, I have a secret horror of tlie man, and hold 
him for a rogue besides 1 Ood forgive it me, if I do him 
wrong ! 

Faust. There must be such cpxeer creatures, too. 

Margaret. I would not live with the like of him! If 
ever he comes inside the door, ho always looks in so 
mockingly, and half-enraged; one secs that he has no 
sympathy with anything ; it stands written on his 
forehead that he cannot love a soul. I feel so happy 
with thine arm around me, so free, so yielding, and warm; 
and his presence closes up my inmost heart. 

Faust. Thou divining angel ! 

Margaret. It overcomes me so much, that when he hap- 
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3496-3522 




tuo er nur ntag ung tretcn, 
ajictu’ id) focjar, (icbtc bid^ md)t mc^r. 

Slud) \mm er ba ift, fount’ id) nimnter bctcn. 

Hub ba§ friftt ntir ing f)incin ; 

®ir, ,^ciurid^, mug c§ aud^ {o fet)u. 3500 

5)11 fjaft nun bic 5 lnti]DQtt)ic ! 
mattiavcic. ^d) niu^ itun fort. 

^5nuft. 5 Id), faun id^ nie 

Kin Stiinbdjcn rn()icj bir ant ®nfcn l)oncjen, 

Hub ^Briift an 33 ruft unb SccI’ in ©eelc briingen ? 
soinrantctc. 9 (d) iucnu id) nnr adcinc fd)Iicf I 3505 

!5d) (icfj bir c;eru (jinit 9 ^^ac§t ben SRiegef offen ; 

$od) incinc 9 !J^utter fd)(dft nid^t tief, 

Unb loiirbcn loir Uon i()r betroffen, 

3 d) todr’ citcid) anf ber 0 tel(c tobt I 

^u Kn(]e(, ba^ ()at feine 9 ^ot(). 3510 

.^icr ift ein 3ddfd)d)cn 1 ®rei 2:robfen nur 
3n i()ren Sranf nntl^iiden 
9 J?it tiefem 0d)taf gefadig bic 9^atnr. 

9 )irtrflrtvctc, 2 l>a ^3 t()n’ id) ni(^t nm beinctloidcn 

Joirb i()r ][)offent(id) nid)t fd)aben ! 351s 

J5auft. SBiirb’ id) fonft, aiebd)cn, bir e^ ratl)cn‘? 
mavf^avcic, 0el)’ id) bid), defter SOknn, nur an, 

SJcif) nid)t, loa^ niic^ nad) bcinem SBiden treibt ; 

3d) ^abc fd)on jo Oic( fiir bid) get^an, 

^aft inir 511 tbiin faft nid)t§ nic()r iibrig bleibt. ( 9 lb.) 3520 

tritt nuf. 

9ncvbifio)ii)cicd. ^er@ra§aff’l iftertoeg? 

Srauft §aft toieber f^jionirt ? 

3d) au^fit^rlid^ tool^l bernommen, 
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pens merely to come up to us, 1 even think as though 1 
loved thee no more. Besides, when ho is here, I could 
never pray, and that eats into my heart. It must bo 
the same, Henry, with thee. 

Fauht. The fact is, thou hast antipathy ! 

Margaret. I must now away. 

Faust. Ah, can I never hang peacefully, one little hour, 
on thy bosom, and press breast to ])rcast, and soul to 
soul ? 

Mar(4ARET. Ah, if I but slept alone ! I would willingly 
leave the bolt undrawn for tlicc to-night ; but my 
mother does not sleep soundly, and were we caught by 
her, I should forthwith l>c dead on the spot. 

Faust. Thou angel, no fear of that ! Here is a pliial ! 
only three drops in her drink will wrap nature pleasingly 
in deep sleep. 

Margaret. What would I not do for thy sake ? It will 
not harm her, I hope ! 

Faust. AVould I else, darling, advise it to thee ? 

Margaret. If I do but look on thee, l)cst and dearest 
man, I know not what drives mo according to thy will ! 
I have done so much for thee already that almost 
nothing more remains over for me to do. {Exit.) 

Mrpiiistopiieles enters . 

Mephistopheles. The little monkey ! is it gone % 

Faust. Hast spied again % 

Mephistopheles. I have heard it fully ; the Doctor was 
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3523-3545 


^perr ®oftor tuurbcn ba fatcd^ifirt ; 

§off’, ioU S()ucn befontntcn. 

S)ie WahcU finb bod) jel)r interejfirt, 3525 

0 b (Siner fromin unb f(^M)t nac^ attcm ©raud^. 

©ic benfcit; bitcft cr ba, fol^t er uug eben aitd^. 

;v II It ft. $u Ungcljciier ficl)ft nid^t ciit, 

SBie biefe treiic, licbe Sccic, 

S80U U)rem (^ilaubcu bod, 3530 

®er (jau5 adcin 

2 ()r fclic^modjenb ift, fid) {)ciUg qudic, 

fic ben (iebftcn SUlaun bcrlorcn I)altcn fod. 
9 )tcvi)iftofji)cic<i. ®u iibcrfinntid^er, finnlid)er g^eicr, 

(Sin 9 Jin(ibctcin na§fid)rct bid). 3535 

^Ifmift. SDn ©pottgcbiirt bon ! 5 )rcd nnb gcuer ! 
9 )icvi)ifto|>t)ctc<j. Unb bic P)l)fioGnomie berftet)! fie meifter* 
lid). 

3 n nicincr ®ci]cinoart ioirb’^ if)r, fie ioeiB nid)t Joie, 

93 Zein 9 JJd^fd)cn ba lociffagt berborc^nen ©inn ; 

©ie fid)(t, ba|} id) j]an5 fid)cr ein @enie, 3540 

9 ! 5 icdcid)t ioo()I cjar bcr Senfel bin. 

^3hin bcntc 9iad)t — V 

;5nuft. fi 3 a§ 9ct)t bid)’^ an ? 

9 )ie^t)iftovi)cicvi. ^lab’ id) bod) nieine Srenbc bran! 


51 m 55ruiuun. 

«)vetd^cit unb Sie^d^cit mit itiiigcn. 

fiicSd^cit. §aft nid)l§ bon S3drbe(d6en geprt? 

^Vrctd^en. Slein SSort. ^ontm’ cjor mcntg unter Sente. 

(Setoif), ©ibl)de fogt’ mir’g l^entc; 3545 
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catechised there; I hope it may do you much good. 
The girls are, to be sure, very interested in knowing 
whether a man is pious and single-minded after the old 
fashion. They think: ‘if he knuckles under in that 
matter, he will even follow us too.’ 

Faust. Thou, monster ! dost not conceive how this true, 
dear soul, full of her faith, which alone is saving to 
her, grieves holily that she must deem her best-beloved 
lost. 

MEriilSTOPiiELES. Thou super-sensual, sensual suitor, a 
chit of a girl leads thee by the nose. 

Faust. Thou absurd offspring of filth and fire ! 

MErmSTOPHELES. And she understands physiognomy like 
a master. In my presence, she feels she knows not 
how ; this little mask of mine bodes some hidden sense ; 
she feels that I am most assuredly a genius, — perhaps 
the devil himself ! To-night, then — ? 

Faust. What is that to thee ? 

Mephistopheles. Why, I have my pleasure in it ! 


At the Well. 

Gretchen and Lieschkn ivith pitchers. 

Ltesciien. Hast heard nothing of Barbara ? 

Gretchen. Not a word. I go very little abroad. 
Lieschen. ’Tis true ; Sibylla told it me to-day. She has 
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3546-3573 


®ie l^at fic^ cnbltd^ and) 6ctprt* 

®a§ ift bag 9Sorne^mt{)Utt I 
($5retf()en. SSicjo? 

8leSrf)cit. ftinftl 

®ie fiittcrt jluci, lucnn fie nun igt nub trtnft. 

C$(rctff)cn. I 3550 

SUdr^ictt. ©0 ift’g xl)x cnblid^ red)! crnangen. 

$Sie laiige I)at fie an bent SJerl ger)angen 1 
®ag mar eiu Spnjiercn, 

2 (uf ®orf uiib ®an^pta^ gid)^*cn 1 

ubcrad bte erfte fel)u, 3555 

Eurtefirt' it)r tinnter mit ^4}aftetd)en unb SBeiit; 

93 ilb’t fief) mag anf ifjre 0 c^onf)eit eiu, 

2Bar bod) fo et)rtog, fid) uid)t 311 fd)dmen, 

65efd)eufe bon if)m an 3 nncl)men. 

5ffiar cin ©cfof’ nnb cin (^efd)ted’ ; 3560 

®a ift benn ond) bag SUinid^en meg I 
Wrctrfjcii. ®ag arine ®ing ! 
iJicgrfjcii. SSebanerft fie nod) gar I 

SBenn nnfer cing am Spinnen mar, 

Ung btad)tg bie 9Jhittcr nid)t I)imintertieB, 

0 tanb fie bci if)rem $ 8 nl)tcn fii^ ; 3565 

5(uf ber ®f)uvbanf nnb im biinfeln @ang 
SBarb if)ncn feine <Stnnbe 311 fang. 

®a mag fie benn fid) bnden nnn, 

@iinberf)embd)cn Sird^bn^’ tf)nn 1 
@rctri)cit. Er nimmt fie gemifs 311 feiner gran. 3570 

Sicgcficu. Er mdr’ ein 5Rarr ! Ein ftinfer S^ing’ 

$at anbcrmdrtg nod) Suft genung. 

Er ift audft fort* 

©ucti^en* ®ag ift nid^t fd^on ! 
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even played the fool at last. That comes of giving 
herself airs ! 

Gretchen. How so ? 

Lieschen. It stinks ! She feeds two when slie eats and 
drinks now. 

Gretchen. Ah! 

Lieschen. She’s rightly served at last. How long she 
has hung on the fellow ! There was a promenading, a 
being taken to the village and dancing place. She 
must be the first everywhere ; he was always courting 
her with tarts and wine. She was rather conceited 
about her beauty, but was so lost to honour as not to 
be ashamed to accept presents from him. There was a 
hugging and bussing; so at last the little flower is 
gone ! 

Gretchen. Poor thing 1 

Lieschp:n. Thou even pitiest her 1 When one of us was 
at spinning, mother did not let us down at night, she 
was with her sweet lover; no hour Avas too long for 
them on the bench outside the door, and in the dark 
walk. Noav, therefore, she may humble herself, and do 
church-penance in a sinner’s shift ! 

Gretchen. He ’ll surely take her for his wife. 

Lieschen. He would be a fool ! A brisk youth has open- 
ings enough still elsewhere. Besides, he ’s off. 
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3574-3S9S 


gicddsjctt. Sriegt fie i^n, foll’^ il^r iibcl gcl^n. 

®a§ Sranjct rcifjcn bie S3uBcn i^r, 3575 

Unb ^dcferUttg ftreucn tuir tior bie Xi^ixx" I (5(b.) 

(^rctrf)cii (nadi '§aufc gel^enb). ffite fonnt’ id^ fonft fo tafjfer 
fdjiiidf^ten, 

SBenn tijdt ein armc§ 9Kdgbtein fe^Icn I 
SBie fount’ idi) iiber 3(nbrer ©iinbcu 
!iJtid)t S3orte g’nug ber finben I 3580 

SBic fctjieu ntir’^3 fdfjluar^, iiub fcfjlocirjt’^ nod^ gar, 
iinmcr bodf; nicfjt fd^mar^ g’mtg toar, 

Hub fegnct’ midf) unb tl)at fo grofe, 

Hub bin nun fetbft ber ©iiube blofe I 

SDod^ — 5flte§, )oaS baju ntid^ tricb, 3585 

@ott, toar fo gut I ad), toar fo tieb I 


Btoinger. 

3n ter aUiUicrl^oT^te ein 3lnbacf>MbtriD ter Mater dolorosa ; 
aStumcntru^c bavor. 

Wretrijeu (flccft frife^e iBlumcii tn bie Jtriujc). 

5 ld) ucige, 

! 5 )u ©djiuer^cureidje, 

®ciu Slutli^ gudbig meiuer ?tort) ! 

®a§ Sd)tocrt im ^erjeu, 3590 

SO^it taufenb ©djuter^eu 
S 3 (idft auf 511 bciue^ ©ol)ue§ Sob. 

3um Sater blidft bu 
Unb ©eufjer fd^idft bu 
§inQuf urn fein’ nub beiue 


3595 
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Gretchen. That is not fair. 

Liesciien. If she gets him, it shall go bad with her ! The 
boys will tear off her wreath, and wo shall strew chopped 
straw before the door. {Exit.) 

Gretchen {gohig home). How stoutly could 1 once revile 
when a poor girl did err ! How I could not find words 
enough for my tongue about the sins of others ! How 
black it seemed to me! and 1 blackened it still more; 
yet it was not ever black enough foi’ me ; and I l)]essed 
myself, and carried it so high — and am now myself 
l)arc to the sin 1 Yet — everything that drove mo to it, 
was, God knows, so good ! — ah, wjis so dear ! 


Zwinger. 

( In the niche of the wall a devotional image of the Mater Dolorosa ; 
flower-jars before it . ) 

Gretchen {places fresh flowers in the jars). 

Ah, incline, thou rich in sorrows, thy countenance graci- 
ously to my distress ! 

The sword in thy heart, thou lookest up, with a thousand 
pangs, on thy Son’s death. 

To the Father thou lookest, and thou sendcst up sighs for 
his and thy distress. 
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SSct 

SSic 

®er ©djittcr^ niir tm ©ebein ? 

SBa§ mein arnie^ l^ier baugct, 

2Ba§ cs gittert, toa^ bertanget, 3600 

aSei^t uiir bu, uur bu oUein ! 

S 53 oI)in id) immer 9et)e, 

2Bie mcl), mic incl); mie 
SBirb mir im S 3 ufen I)ier ! 

^d) bin, ad) ! faum allciuc, 3605 

Sd) tuciu’, ic^ mein’, id) tuciiic, 

®a§ c^crj 5crbrid)t in inir. 

^ie ©d)crben bor incineni JJcnftcr 
33 ctl)ant’ id) niit 2 ::f)rdncn, ad^ ! 

id) am friir)cn ffl^orgen 3610 

^ir biefe S 3 (nmcn brad). 

©d)ien I)ell in meine Shammer 
®ic ©onne frill) t)eranf, 

©a§ id) in allem S^^btmer 

Sn mcinem Sett’ fd^on anf. 3615 

.f 3 ilf 1 rettc mid) bon ©d^mad^ nnb Sob ! 

5 ld) neige, 

Sii ©d^mersenreid^e, 

Scin Stntli^ gndbig mcincr 9 iot^ ! 
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Who feels how the pain racks me to the quick ? How my 
poor heart here fears, how it trembles, how it yearns, 
thou only knowest, only thou alone ! 


AVhithersoe’er I go, Avhat woe, what woe, what woo grows 
in my bosom here ! I am hardly, alas, alone ; I weep, 
I weep, I weep ; my heart is breaking within me ! 


The flower-pots before my window 1 bedewed with tears, 
alas ! as in the early morning I plucked these flowers 
for thee. 


When early the sun shone brightly upwards into my 
chamber, I was already sitting up, in all wretchedness, 
in my bed. 


Help ! rescue me from shame and death I Ah, incline, 
thou rich in sorrows, thy countenance graciously to my 
distress ! 
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^<mft 


@trape t)or ®rctc^en« Jl^ure. 

Valentin (Solbat, ®reti^end Srutcr). 

SBcnn id^ fo fag bei einem ©etag, 3620 

ISio mattd^er ficg beruijmcn mag, 

Hub bie ©efcUen mir ben gior 
^cr SKdgblein laut gepriefen bor, 

SKit bodem @ta§ ba§ Sob Uerfcgmcmint ; 

®cu ©Cfciibogcit aufgcftcmmt, 3625 

6ag id) in meincr fidjcrn 9 lul)’, 

,fport’ ad bcm Scgmabronircn p. 

Uub ftrcid)c Idd)clnb mciucn Sart, 

Hub fricge ba§ boHe @Ia§ 5111* .^anb, 

Uub fagc : 5 ((Ie§ nad) feiiicr 9 (rt I 3630 

9 [bcr ift (Sine im ganjen Sanb, 

®ie meiiier tranten ©retel gleid^t, 

^ 5 )ie meincr ©cgmeftcr ba§ Staffer reid)t ? 

Sop I %op I Sling I Slang I ba§ ging gcrum I 

^ic Sincn fd)ricen : 6r gat 9 led^t I 3635 

©ic ift bic 3icr bom gan 5 cn @cfd)Ied)t ! 

3 )a fagen aUc bie Sober ftumm. 

llnb nun I — um’^ $aar fidb au^^uraufen 

Unb an ben SBanbcn ginauf p laufen I — . 

SRit ©ticgclreben, DZaferiimjjfen 3^40 

©oil jeber ©a)urfe mid) bef(gimpfen ! 

Sod mic cin bbfer ©d^ulbncr figcn, 

93ci febem 3wfaII§mortd^en fcgtoifecn I 
Unb mocgt’ icg fie jufammcn fd^mcigcn, 

Sonnt’ icg fie bodg nid^t Sugncr geigcn. 


3645 



Night 


273 


Night. 

Sired before GRii'l'CilEN’.s door, 

ValkN'I'INE, soldier,, (jRKTCIIKn’s brother. 

When I used to sit iit a carouse, where many a man likes 
to brag, and my (xmirades had vaunted loudly to me tlio 
llower of girls, the praise being washed down with a full 
glass, — leaning upon my elbows, I sat in my safe repose, 
listened to all the swaggering, and, smiling, I stroke my 
beard, and seize the full glass in my ‘hand, and say: 
‘Each well enough in her own way! But is there one 
in the whole country that (Mpials my deal* Margery — 
who can hold a candle to my sistci’f Done! Done! 
Cling, clang! so it went round! Home cried: ‘He is 
right; she is the ornament of the whole sex!’ Then 
sat all the praisers dumb. And now ! —it is enough to 
make one tear out one’s hair and run up the walls ! — 
every knave shall twit me with jibes and sneers ! I 
must sit, like a bad debtor, to sweat at every chance 
word I And though I might smash them up, yet I could 
not call them liars. 
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3646-3673 




2 Ba§ f ommt ()eran ? aBa§ l^erbci ? 

3 rr’ td^ nid^t, eg finb i§rer 

3 ft cr’g, gleidfj \)ad' idf; il)tt beim geUe ; 

©oK nidjt lebenbig uon ber ©teHel 


2 Sie Don bem genfter bort bet* ©afriftei 3650 

SluftDdrtg ber ©dtjcin beg em’gen 2dnibcl)eng fldmmert 
Unb fc^tDad) uiib fd)todd)cr fcitmdrtg bdmntert, 

Uub gittfternig brdugt ringguni bei : 

©0 fiet)t’g in meiuem 93 iijen ndd^tig. 

Unb mir ift’g inie bem S^d<jlein fd^mdd)tig, 
$ag an ben genertcitern fd)teid)t, 3656 

©id) leif’ bann urn bie SHanern ftreidjt ; 

SJlir ift’g ganj tugenblid) babei, 

©in bigdjen ^iebggetiift, ein bigd^en 9 ^ammelei. 

@0 fbnft mir fc^on burd) aHe ©lieber 3660 

®ie berrlid)e S 33 alpurgigna(^t. 

^ie fommt nng ilbermorgcn mieber ; 

®a mei^ man bod), marum man mad)t. 

3r*iuft. 9 indt moi)! ber ©d)o^ inbeffcn in bie 
®cn id) bort l)inten flimmern fel)’ 3665 

a)U^>i)ifto^t)cicg, ®n tannft bie grenbc balb erleben, 

®ag S'cffeld)en t)erong5uI)cben. 

3 ^ fd)ielte neulid^i fo l^inein ; 

©inb l)errtid)e 2omend)ater brein. 

?lid)t ein ©efd^meibe, nid^t ein SRing, 3670 

9 Bcine liebe S 5 u^le bamit 5U gieren ? 

3 ^ tDo^l fo ein ®ing, 

Sllg mic eine 3 trt non tpcrlenfc^nuren. 
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What draws near ? What is slinking hither ? If I mistake 
not, there are two of them. If it is he, I ’ll collar him 
at once ; he shall not go alive from tlie spot ! 


Faust. is toi*ii k i ,es. 

Faust. How, from the window of tlie sacristy yuiidoi*, tlie 
light of the eternal lamp llickers upwards, and glimmers 
weakly, and more weakly, at the sides, and darkness 
closes round ahoiit ! So seems it night-like in my 
bosom. 

Mephistopjieles. And 1 feel languishing like the small 
cat that slinks along the fire-ladders, thou softly moves 
around the walls. It makes me feel quite virtuously — 
a spice of thievish hankering, a spice of wantonness. 
So thrills already through all my limbs the glorious 
Walpurgis-night. It comes again to us the day after 
to-morrow j then indeed one knows why one’s awake. 

Faust. Meanwhile, can that be the treasure rising on 
high, which I sec glimmering behind yonder ? 

Mephistopheles. You can soon experience the pleasure 
of lifting out the little kettle. I lately took a scpiint 
inside ; glorious lion-dollars are within. 

Faust. Not a trinket, not a ring, to deck my dear mistress 
with ? 

Mephistopheles. I think I saw some such thing there as 
a sort of string of pearls. 



276 




3674-3701 


3fattft 60 ift redjt I SKir t!^ut c§ 

SBcnn id) otjnc (^cfdjcnfc it)r 
s»icv^iftoVi)cicfii. font’ cud) eben nid^t oerbriegen, 

Umfouft and) etuia§ 511 (^cuiefjen. 

3cfet, ba bci* ,fpimmet Ootter Sterne Glut)t, 

- Sollt il)r eiu iuat)re^5 Shinftftiicf I)orcu : 

3d) fiiu]’ it)r eiu inoratifd) 2ieb, 

Urn fie Qe\uiffcr bctt)orcn. 

(Singt jur 3iU;cr.) 

mad)ft bii luir 
Sor £iebd)eu^ 2:t)ur, 

Satl)riud)cu, t)icr 
®ci friU)eiu Sage^blide ? 

2af3, laf) c^ fet)U ! 

6r tdfjt bid) ciit, 

%U 9}tdbd)cu eiu, 

5Dtdbd)cn uid)t suriide. 

^Jtel)int end) in 5ld)t ! 

3ft c^ ooUbrad^t, 

‘Daiui i3utc 9'tad)t, 

3I)r armeu, ariueu ®iucjcr I 
.f3abt i^r cud^ lieb, 

®()ut teiuem ®icb 
9tur uid)t^i 511 Sieb’, 
ilU luit bem 3tiug am Singer 1 

ojaicittitt (iritt oor). 2Ben todft bu ^ier ? 23cim ©tement I 
SSermaIcbeiter aiattenfdngcr I 

Sum ®cufel erft bag Snftrmnent 1 3700 

3 um Scufel l^intcrbrein ben ©anger ! 
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Faust. That is well ! I am pained if I go to her without 
a present. 


Mepiiistopheles. You ought not to grieve exactly at 
enjoying something gratis also. Now tliat the heaven 
glows full of stars, you shall hear a true jhece of art. 
I will sing her a moral song, to hefool her the more 
certainly. 


(Smgs to the guitar. ) 

‘What, prithee, art thou doing here before thy lover’s 
door, Katrina, in the early glance of day ? Let, let it 
alone ! He lets thee in —as a maiden, in — not as a 
maiden, back again. 


‘Beware! If it is accomplished, then goodnight, you 
poor, poor things ! If you love yourselves, do nothing 
at all to please any thief, except with the ring on the 
finger ! ’ 


Valentine (cotnes fonvard). The deuce 1 Whom are you 
luring here, cursed rat-catcher *1 To the devil, first the 
instrument ! To the devil, afterwards, the singer I 
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3702-3721 


S)ic Sitter ift entstuci! an ber ift ju 

l^altcn. 

©aiciuiii. SJhin foU an ein ©d)dbelfpaltcn I 

ffaiifl). $err ®oftor, nid^t c;eimcf;en! 

Srifdj! 

.^lart an niic^ an, tuie id) eudj fii^rc ! 3705 

.^crainS niit cucrni S(cbcriutfd) ! 

5 )hir ,vtgcftofjcn ! parirc. 

« III cut I It. iparirc ben I 

ivi c V () i ft a 0 c I c SBnmm benn nid^t ? 

I cut in. ^(ndjbcnl 
ivic^jijiftdv^cicfit. 

^ntcutiu. ^d) gfanb’, ber Seufel fid^t! 

SBa^? ift benn baio ? 6d)on iuirb bie ^anb mir Ia!^m. 3710 
iVlcMOfftopljctcd (^u Bauft). ©tu^’pl 
ft (cut ill (fa fit). D luefj 1 

iVJc(i()ifta(ji)c(ctf. 9hin ift ber Summef 5af;m I 

^Ihin nber fort I 2Bir nuiffen cjfeid; berfd^minben ; 

Dcnn fdjon entftebt ein mbrbcrfidj ©cfd^rci. 

7sd) ineifj mid^ trefffid} mit ber ^ofijet, 

^od) init bent 33 lntbann fd;fed)t ntic^ ab5nfinben. 3715 
iWnrtijc (am Benftev). .gcrau^I §erau§! 

Wrctdjcu (am rvcnftcr). ^erbei ein Sid^tl 

iVUrtijc (ivic oben). 9 Jfan fd)i(t nnb rauft, man fd;reit unb 

«oif. licctt fdjon eincr tobt I 

9 )irtrt()c (berauatvetent*). ! 5 )ie SJibrbcr, finb fie benn entffof)n? 

®tctcf>cu (bfvain^trctcnb). SBcr fiegt ^ier ? 3720 

^ ^5)einer SKutter ©ol^n. 

(^rctrftcn. Mmddjtigcr ! Jnefd^e I 
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Mephistopheles. Tho guitar is in pieces! It is all up 
with it. 

Valentine. Now then for a skull-splitting I 

Mephistopheles. Doctor, no yielding ! Brisk ! Close 
by mo, as I guide you 1 Out with your duster ! Only 
thrust ! I ’ll parry. 

Valentine. Parry that ! 

Mephistopheles. Why not, then ? 

Valentine. That too ! 

Mephistopheles. Certainly ! 

Valentine. I believe the devil is fighting 1 What, then, 
is that ? My hand gets lame already. 

Mephistopheles {to Faust). Thrust home ! 

Valentine {falls). Ah me ! 

Mephistopheles. Tho lublier is tame now! But now 
away ! We must vanish at once ; for already a mur- 
derous outcry is arising. I am on an excellent footing 
with the police, but could ill come to terms with the 
criminal court. 

Martha {at the window). Out ! Out ! 

Gretchen {at the window). Bring a light ! 

Martha {as before). They are scolding and scuffling ; they 
arc screaming and fighting. 

People. Here lies one dead already ! 

Martha {coming out). The murderers — have they fled, 
then % 

Gretchen {commg out). Who lies here ? 

People. Thy mother’s son. 

Gretchen. Almighty God ! what misery ! 
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3722-3749 


gfattft 

toaieniin. Qd^ftcrbcl bo§ tft bfllb gefogt, 

Unb bnibcr no^ gctban. 

SBoS ftcf)t i^r SSetber, Iieult unb flagt ? 

Stomirtt l)cr unb l^ort niic^ an 1 372s 

(9inc trctcn urn il;n.) 


9[)kin ©rctcl^cn, fict) 1 bu bift noci^ 

®ift nid)t (jcfd)eibt ocnuitfi, 

!i!Racf)ft beine ©aci^cn 

3rf) fan’ bir’^ im SScrtrauen nur : 

bift bod) unit einmnt einc $iir’ ; 3730 

©0 fcl)’S aud^ ebctt redjt ! 

Wtctrt^cii. 9}lciu Srubcr I @ott I SQ3a§ fot( mir ba§ ? 
«nictttitt. 2af3 unfcru .^xrr^ott aii^ bent ©^jaft I 
(^c)d)ct)U ift teiber nun Gefdjeljn, 

Hub tuic c§ (icl)u faun, fo tnirb’^ gcr)tt. 3735 

®u fiugft mit ®iucm tjeimtid^ nu, 

Salb fonimcit ifjrcr incljrc bran, 

Unb lueitn bid) erft ciu SDu^enb I)at, 

©0 l}nt bid) and) bic Qan^c ©tabt. 

5i3eim erft bic ©d)anbc mirb geboren, 3740 

!iIBirb fie ()eimlid) ^ur 28elt gebradjt, 

Hub man ^iel)! ben ©d^teier ber S^ad^t 
St)r iiber STopf nnb OI)rcn ; 

3'0, man mi)d)te fie gern ermorben. 

2Bdd)f’l fie aber nnb mad)t fid) grof), 3745 

^anu gci)t fie and) bci Xage blofj, 

Unb ift bod^ nid)t fd^oner getnorben. 

Sc t)d6ndicr tnirb i()r Oefid^t, 

Sc mei)r fne^t fic bc« XageS Sid^t. 
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Valentine, I am dying! that is soon said, and sooner 
still done. Why do you women stand howling and 
wailing? Come here and listen to me! {A// co7ne 
round him). 


My Gretchcn, look, thou art yet young, art hy no means 
yet clever enough, and managest thy allairs badly. I 
tell it thee in confidence only : since thou art once for 
all a whore, be also one outright ! 


Gretchkn. My brother ! God ! What means that to me ? 


VATiENTTNE. Leave our liOid God out of the game ! What 
is done, alas, is now done ; and tilings will go as go they 
may. Thou didst begin secretly with one ; soon more 
of them will follow ; and when once a dozen have had 
thee, the whole town will have thee too. 


When first Shame is born, she is brought into the world 
secretly, and the veil of night is drawn over her head 
and cars; ay, people would fain slay her. But when 
she grows and waxes great, then goes she also bare by 
day, and yet has become no fairer. The uglier her face 
becomes, the more she seeks the light of day. 



3750 


3ci^ fet)’ tt)Q^rf)aftig jc^on bic 3cit, 

!J)a6 allc bratjc Surgcr^teut*, 

SBic t)on eincr angcftccftcn 2ci^en, 

®Dn bir, bit 9Kc^e I feitab tDci^cit. 

^ir fott bn§ im Seib tjer^agen, 

SBcnn fie bir in bie 5titgeu fcl^n I 
Sotlft feinc golbuc tragcn 1 

bcr Sirdjc nic^t iue()r am Slttar ftcbn I 
3n cincm jc^iJnen @^)i^cn!ragen 
!5)i(f) nic^t bcim Xan^c mo!)Ibcbagcit I 
3u cine finftrc 

llnter Settler nub ®riit))3cl bi^ Derftecfen, 

Hub, menu bir bcun auc^ @ott ber^ci^t, 

?tuf (Srbcn fetju bernialebeit 1 
flJUttijc. Scfet)lt eurc Sectc @ott ju ©nabcu I 
SBoUt ifjr nod; Saft’riing auf end; taben ? 

«n re lit ill. Sibiint’ id^ bir nur an ben biirren 2eib, 
®ii Jdjcinblid^ fupptcrifd^e^ SiJeib ! 

®a l^offt’ id) ader nieiner ©iinben 
Sergebung rcid}e ju finben. 
w retire 11 . SDtein Srnber I SBeld^c .^oUenpein I 
^nictttiii. fage, taf 3 bic X^rdnen fepn I 
®a bn bid) fpradjft bcr 6()rc lo^, 

(5^abft mil* ben id)merftcn .^er^cn^ftofe. 

3d) gel)c burd) ben 2:obc^fd)taf 
3u ®ott cin ciU Solbat unb bran. 


3755 


3760 


3765 


3770 


3775 
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By my faith, I already see the time when all honest towns- 
folk will turn aside from thee, thou strumpet, as from 
a tainted corpse. Thy heart shall despair in thy body, 
when they look thee in the face ! No golden chain shalt 
thou wear more ! no more stand at the altar in the 
church ! Thou shalt not please thyself, in a fair lace- 
collar, at the dance ! In some dark, wretched corner, 
among beggars and cripples, shalt thou hide, and, even 
if God then forgives thee, be cursed on earth ! 


Martha. Commend your soul to God's grace ! Will you 
besides load blasphemy on yourself ? 


Valentine. Could I but at thy withered body, thou 
scandalous, pimping woman, I should hope to find 
pardon, in rich measure, for all my sins ! 


Gretchen. My brother ! What hellish torment ! 


Valentine. Have done with tears, I tell thee ! When 
thou renouncedst honour, thou gavest mo the bitterest 
heart-stab. I go in, through the sleep of death, to God 
as a soldier and a brave one. (Dies), 
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3776-3801 


2>om* 

2 lmt, Otgel unb (Sefang. 

&vettf)€n iinter bicl<m SSotfe. ®clft Winter ©rctc^cn. 

sBofer ®cift. SBte anbcr§, ©retd^en, mor btr’^, 

Stt^ bn nod) boH Unfd^ulb 
$icr ^um ^Htnr trcit’ft, 

bent oergriffnen 93 uci^cld)cn 

©ebctc lotlteft, 3780 

§atb S'inberjpiete, 

§otb ©ott int ©erjen I 
©rctdjcn ! 

2 Bo bcin fi'opf ? 

^n beiuem .^cr^cn 3785 

3Bctd)C 9Riffett)at‘? 

iBct’ft bu fur bcincr SRuttcr ©cctc, bic 

®uvc^ bid) 5 ur lanncn, tangen ^Pein ^inubcrfd)lief ? 

5(iif bciner @d)Uief(c tueffeu S3tut ? 

-Hub uuter beiuem ^er^en 3790 

^)kgt fid)’^ nid)t quillenb fd^on, 
ilnb cingftigt bid) unb fid^ 

9]i'it aljnuiig^ooncr ©egenmart? 

®rct(f)cii. 2ScI) ! 2BeI) I 

Sl'ar’ id) ber ©ebanfen lo^, 3795 

^ic mir I)criit)cr unb f)inubcr gc^en 
SlMber mid) 1 

CTflor. Dies irjv, dies ilia 

Solvet soeclum in favilla. 

(Orv3etton.) 

iBBUr ©cift. ©rimm fa6t btdb ! 

®ic 5Pofaune t6nt I 


3800 
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Cathedral. 

{Set^vice^ organ and anthem. Gretchen amongst a number of people. 

Evil Spirit /v///W Gretchen.) 

Evil SriiiiT. IIow ditferent was it witli thee, Gretchen, 
when, still full of innocence, thou earnest here to 
the altar, lispedst prayers out of the well-thumbed 
little book, half child’s play, lialf God in thy heart! 
Gretchen I Where is thy head 1 What transgression 
in thy heart ! Trayest thou for thy mother’s soul, who, 
through thee, slept over into long, long torment 1 On 
thy threshold, whose blood ? — And, under thy heart, 
stirs there not something, (piickening ali'eady, and 
torturing thee and itself with forcl)oding presence 'i 


Gretchen. Woe ! Woe ! Would 1 were free from the 
thoughts which come to me hither and thither against 
me ! 


Choir. Dies ine, dies ilia 

Sulvcl siedum in favilla. {Organ-sound^ 


Evil Spirit. Wrath seizes thee I The Trump sounds ! 
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3802-3832 


®ic @raber bcben I 
Unb beiu $erg, 

^jc^cnrul^’ 

3u gramnieiiqnaten 3805 

ffliebcr aiifgcfc^affcu, 

Scbt auf I 
©rctd^cii. SKdr’ tdj Ijier iuet] ! 

9 )iir ift, ob bie Dx^d mir 

®cu 5 lttjcnt t)crfe|5te, 3810 

©cfaucj nteiu $er^ 

3m Siefftcn lof tc. 

CTJjoi:. Judex ergo cum sedebit, 

(iuid([uid Ijitot apparelnt, 

Nil ii ml turn remanebit. 3815 

(sJtctrtjcii. 9 Kir mirb fo eii(]’ ! 

®ic 9 Jiaucvu})feilcr 
Sefangeu mid; ! 

®a^ ©emolbe 

^rciiigt mid) ! — Siuft ! 3820 

ieiifci: Weift. SJetbirg bid)! Sunb’ unb Sd^anbe 
5 l 5 Icibt uid)t berborgen. 

Jtiufty ^id)tV 

SBcI) bir I 

Gljar. Quid sum miser time dicturus, 3825 

(iuem patroiium rogaturus, 

Cum vix justiis sit securus '( 

menbeu 

S5erfldrte bon bir ab. 

®ic §dnbc bir ju reid^cii; 3830 

©d^auert’S ben Sleinen I 

SSe^l 
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The graves tremble ! And thy heart, raised again from 
its ashy rest for flame-torments, starts up trembling ! 


GiiETCiiEN. Would I were hence ! I feel as if the organ 
took away my breath, as if the anthem dissolved my 
inmost heart. 


Choir. Judex ergo cum sedehify 

Quidguid Intel (qgxirehify 
Nil imiltuM remineMt. 


Gretciien. I feel so oppressed ! The wall pillars confine 
me ! The vault presses on me ! — Air ! 


Evil Spirit. Hide thyself ! Sin and shame remain not 
hidden. Air ? Light ? Woe to thee ! 


Choir. Quid sum miser turn dklurus. 

Quern iMironum rogutimiSy 
Cum vix Justus sit securus ? 


Evil Spirit. The glorified avert their faces from thee! 
The pure shudder to reach thee their hands ! Woe ! 
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3833-3854 


®6o». Quid sum miser tunc dicturus ? 

(»ict«cii. SJad^iinritt ! Gucr glcif^djcn ! — 
(Sie fflllt tit O^nmat^t.) 


SSalputflidnoi^t. 

‘•ijavjkictnrg. tn?n '«d;irfc uub ©(cut. 

9 >icvi)iftov*)cfc€i. i 8 crfam]ft bit nirfjt itacf) eiitcm 33 cienflicte 
^d) iuuu{d)tc luir ben ndcrbcrbftcii Sod. 383^3 

biefem 2 Ben fiub \vix nod) iucit oont 3 tck. 

00 (nne^ id) mid) nod) frifd)* ouf mcinen Seincu 
ful)ic, 

C^cuiic^t miv biejev .U'liotcuftod. 

i)dft’iJ, ba[i man ben $ 3 cc) ocrfiir^t I 3840 

Sin £abl)rintl) bev Sljdtcr I)in5nfd)K'id)cn, 

^ann biejcn Scljcn erfteiejen, 
i8on bem bev OucU fid) eloio iprubcinb 
ift bic Snft, bic )otd)c 'pfabe ionr,^t ! 

®cr Svrd)tini] luebt jdjon in ben 93 iv!cn, 3845 

Unb fclbft bic gidjtc fn()U il)n jd)on ! 

3 ont’ cv iiidjt and) anf nn]vc ©liebcr iuirfen 

3iirma()i\ id) fpiire nid)tS baoon! 

3Jlir ift mintcriid) im Scibc ; 

Sd) luiinfdjte 0d)nee unb gvoft anf mciner ®abn. 3850 
2Bic traurig fteigt bic unuotKominne ©d)eibc 
®eg rotten DJionbg mit @Iut^ ^eran^ 

Unb lcud)tct ba^ man bei ^ebem 
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Choir. Quid sum miser turn dicturus ? 

Gretchen. Neighbour ! Your smelling bottle ! 

{S/ie swoons away . ) 


Walpurgis-Night. 

{Harz mountains. District of Schirke and Elend.) 

Faust. Mkphistoi‘hi<:les. 

Mephistopheles. Do you not long for a broomstick? 
For myself, I should like the very sturdiest ho-goat. 
By this way we arc still far from our goal. 

Faust. So long as I feel fresh on my legs, this knotty 
staff suffices me. What ])Oots it to shorten tlic way ? 
To steal along the labyrinth of the valleys, then to 
mount the rock from which the spring, ever bubbling, 
dashes, — that is the pleasure which gives zest to such 
paths. Spring is already stirring in the birches, and 
even the pine already feels it : should it not work also 
upon our limbs ? 


Mephistopheles. Verily, I feel nothing of it! In my 
body it is wintry ; I should desire frost and snow upon 
my path. How mournfully the imperfect disk of the 
red moon rises with belated glow, and lights so ill that, 
at everj step, one runs against a tree, against a rock ! 

T 



290 


3855-3882 


^anft 

Griaub’, bo§ id^ ein ^rriid^t bitte ! 385 s 

Xort fe()’ id) ein§, ba^ cben luftig brcnnt. 

$e ba ! inciu grcuub I barf id) bic^ ju m<o fobern ? 

2Ba^ tridft bit fo Dergebcn^ lobern ? 

0ci) bod) fo (jut uub Ieud)t’ un§ ba I)inauf I 

Gi)rfurd)t, ^off’ id^, foil eS mir gelingen^ 3860 
3 !J 2 ciu Ieid)tc§ ^tatiired 511 ; 

9hir -jid^^jacf (jct)t (jelou()n(id) unfcr 2auf. 

9 Wc^i)ifto^)t)cict^. Gi! Gil Gr bcuft’^ ben SKenfd)en itad)=* 
,^ual)mc«. 

Gel)’ Gr nur cjrab’, in§ Steufc(§ ^JJanicu I 
©ouft blaf’ id) 3 I)m fcin giader*Ccben au§. 3865 

:3i;vUrf)t. iJicrfc tool)!, il)r fcib bcr .Sjcrr 00 m §au$, 

Uub toill mid) cjcru uad) cud) bequemen. 

^iKlIciu bcbeuft 1 ber S3cr(j ift l)cutc ^aubertoH, 

Uub tocuu ein jNrrlid)t cud) bie SBcqe tocifen foU, 

©0 iiuiftt il)r’<;> fo qcuau nid)t nel)meu. 3870 

Xwii ^OcciJifclgefaju]. 

, 3u bie 2!raum* uub Sauberfppre 

©iub toir, fd)eiut c^3, ciucjecjauqcu. 
gul)r' uus? (jut uub mad)’ bir G!)re, 

^afj loir oorlocirt^ balb cjctaugeu, 

3u bcu lociteu bbcu S^idumen 1 387s 

©cb’ bic S3dume I)iuter ®dumeu, 

®ie fic fd^uctt Ooriibcr riideu, 

Uub bic ^Hippeu, bic ficb biideu, 

Uub bic lauqeit gctfcnuofeu, 

^ic fie fd)uard)eu, loie fic btafeu I 3880 

^urd) bie ©tcine, burcb ben 9^afen 
Gitct ©ad) uub ©dcbteiu nieber. 
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Walpurgis-N ight 

Allow me to invite a will-o’-tlie wisp ! I see one yonder 
that is just burning merrily. Hi there, my friend ! May 
I summon you to us ? Why will you Hare so uselessly 1 
Pray be so good as to light us up along hero I 

Will-o’-the-AVisp. Out of reverence, I ho])e I shall suc- 
ceed in restraining njy flighty nature ; our course usually 
goes but zig-ziig. 

Mephistopheles. Heyday ! You think to imitate man. 
Go you simply straight, in the devil’s name ! Else I 
will blow your flickering flame out for you. 

WiLL-o’-THE-\\'lsp. 1 Avell pcrccive, you ai*e the master 
of the house, and I will willingly accommodate myself 
to you. But consider ! The mountain to-day is magic- 
mad, and if a will-o’-the-wisj) is to show you the way, 
you must not be so particulai-. 

Paust, MKriiis'ioiMiKLKS, \Vii.L-o'-riiK-\Visr (/// alternate song). 

‘Into the sphere of di*eam and magic, it seems, we have 
entered. Lead us right, and do thyself credit, that we 
may get fast forwards into the wide, desert spaces ! 

‘ I see the trees behind trees, how (piickly they move by ; 
and the cliffs that bow, and the long snouts of rocks, 
how they snort, how they blow ! 

‘ Through the stones, through the turf, brook and brooklet 
hurry down. Hear I rustling ? Hear I songs % Hear 
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3883-3913 


$or’ ic^ SRaufc^ctt? I^or’ id^ Siebcr? 

$or’ ic^ t)oIbe SicbcSftagc, 

Stiiiimen iener ^immelstagc ?* 3885 

SSa^ mir ^offcii, tua^ toir liebcu I 
Hub bag (Sd)0, \mc bie @acjc 
filter 3eitcn, i}aUd tt)icbcr. 

ll^u I ©d)iit)U 1 tout eg na^cr ; 

Jilau,^ iiub .^ibi^ unb ber §d^er, 3890 

©inb fic atte toad) (^ebltcbcn ? 

©iub bag SO^oIdje biirdjg ©cftrdud^c ? 

2 au(]C 93 cinc, bide S 5 dud^e I 

Unb bie ^Buv^cln, toie bie Sc^Iancjcrt, 

SKiubcu fid) aug getg unb @aube, 3895 

©tredcu tounbcrUd)e Saube, 

Uiig fd)vedcu, uug ,^u fattgeu ; 

5 (ug betebteu berbeu SO^aferu 
©trcdcu fie $oU)))eufaferu 

9 tad) bciu ^i^aubrer. Hub bie HKdiife, 3900 

!Iaufcubfdrbi(], fd)aaveutoeife, 

Xurd) bag !:Dtoog nub burd) bie ^eibe ! 

Hub bie guufcutuurmer fliegeu, 

5 jtit gcbrdngtcu ©d)iodrme5ugcu, 

311U1 oertoirrenbeu ©eleite. 3905 

'^[bei* fail’ tniv, ob ioir ftcl)eu, 

Ober ob tuir tociter get}cu ? 

5 UIe'^^ 'jJUIcg f(^eiut p brc()cu, 

Sclg nub ©duuie, bie ©efid^ter 

©d)ucibeu, nub bie irreu Sid)ter, 3910 

®ie fid) nicl)ren, bie fid^ bldl^cu. 

gaffe tuader meiueu ^ 

$ici‘ ift fo ciu 3 JJittclgipfcl, 
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I the sweet plaint of love, — voices of those heavenly 
days ? — what we hope, what we love 1 And Echo, like 
the tale of old tinjes, sends back the sound. 


‘ Oohoo ! Shoohoo ! — it sounds nearer ; screech-owl, and 
peewit, and the jay, — have they all remained awake ? 
Are those salamanders through the bushes ? — long legs, 
big paunches ! And the roots, like serpents, wind from 
out of rock and sand, stretch forth strange bands, to 
iiffright us, to catch us ; from living, sturdy gnarls, they 
stretch polyp-fibres towards the wanderer. And the 
mice, thousand-coloured, in hosts, through the moss, 
and through the heather! And the fire-fiies Hit, with 
crowded swarms, in a bewildering escort. 


* But tell me whether we are standing still, or whether we 
are moving on ‘I Everything, everything seems to turn 
round, — rock and trees, which make faces, and the 
will-o’-the-wisps, which multiply, which swell them- 
selves out’ 


Mephistopheles. Grasp my skirt stoutly! Here is a 
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9Bo man mit erftaunen fic^t, 

Wxc ini 93 crci bcv SO^ammon 3915 

;?f<iiiri. Wic fcltfam cjtimmcrt biirrf) bie g^riinbe 
(Sin inorcjenvoti)(ici^ tdiber 0 ^eht I 
Uiib felbft bi^ in bie ticfen @d)ninbc 
®C'$ ^ 2 ( 6 c;rnub^ iuittcrt er Ijinein. 

fteicit eiii ^ampf, bort 5iel)eu ©c^tnobcn, 3920 

(eurfjtet au§ ^uuft unb gtor, 

^auu )d)(eicfjt )ie luie ciu garter gaben, 

^aun brid)t fie luie ciu OucU IjcrUor. 

.'pier fd)(iucit fie cine (Btrcde, 

I)unbert ^ilbcrii, fid) burc^’§ 2:i)al, 3925 

Hub l)iev in ber nebriindten 6dc 
iycrcin;,clt fie fid) auf ciumat. 
fpru()cu gunfen in ber 9lci!^c, 
au^geftrenter iiotbncr ©mib. 
fd)au’ ! in iprer gan,^cn .f)o()c 3930 

©ut’^iiubet fid) bie gclfcniuanb. 
cvijiftovbcicv^. ffir(cud)tct nid)t 511 biefem gefte 
$crr liUiaminon prdd)tig ben ^ataft ? 

(Sin v^liicf, bafj bu’^5 gefc^^en I)oft ; 

^>d) fpiirc fd)on bie ungeftiimen ®dfte. 3935 

n u ft S53ie raj’t bie S55inb^brant burd) bie 2uft ! 

^Viit luetd)cn ©d)(dgcn trifft fie ineincn 9 laden I 

^n inu6t be^3 gelfen§ atte SRippen paden ; 
©onft ftiir^^t fie bid) I)inab in biefer ©d^tunbe @ruft, 

©in ^J^cbcl Uerbid)tct bie 91 ad)t. 3940 

^^urc, luie’v burd) bie SBdfter frad)t ! 

Slufgcfd)cnd)t fliegen bie ©ulen. 

$br’ I cv fptittern bic ©diden 
©luig griiner 
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mid-peak, whence one sees with wonder how Mammon 
is glowing in the mountain. 


Faust. How strangely glimmers through the hollows a 
murky lustre like the red of dawn ! And it (piivers 
even into the deep gorges of the abyss. There an 
exhalation rises ; vapours trail yonder ; hero a glow 
shines out from mist and haze ; then it steals along 
like a fine thread ; then it bursts forth like a fountain. 
Here it winds, a whole reach, with a hundred veins, 
through the valley ; and here, in the compressed corner, 
it isolates itself at once. There, close by, sparks are 
scintillating, like scattered golden sand. But look ! the 
wall of rocks kindles in all its height. 

Mepuistopheles. Does not Sir Mammon light up his 
palace magnificently for this festival ? A piece of luck, 
that you have seen it ! 1 feel already the approach of 

the boisterous guests. 


Faust. How the storm-blast rages through the air ! With 
what thumps it strikes my neck ! 

Mepuistopheles. You must grip the old ribs of the 
rock ; else it will hurl you down into the grave of these 
abysses. A mist thickens the night. Hark, what a 
crashing through the woods ! The owls fly scared 
away. Hark, the columns of the evergreen palaces 
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^an^t 

@irren imb ©redden ber Sftc, 3945 

^cr 0tdmmc indd[)ticje§ ©robnen, 

®er SSurjctn Stnarren unb ©d^nen I 
3Em furd^tcrlirf; ijermorrenen gaffe 
Uebcr cinanber fradjen fie affe, 

Unb burd^ bic ubertriimmerten Sliifte 3950 

3ifd)en unb fjentcn bie Siifte. 

$brft bn ©tlinmcn in ber $d^e? 
gn ber gerne, in ber !i)M{)e ? 

^a, ben Gan^cn ©erg entlang 

©troint ein tnutljenbcr B^wbergcfang I 3955 

^ncu (im C^^or). ^ic §ei*eu 511 bem ©rodfen jie^n; 

^ie ift Gclb, bie ©oat ift griin. 

®ort fannncit fid) ber gro^e .^anf ; 

•Ipcvr Urian fi^^t oben anf. 

©0 gci)t e§ liber ©tein unb ©tod ; 3960 

(1^ f— t bic .^peyc, c§ ft~t ber ©od. 

3)ie a(te ©anbo fommt affcin ; 

©ie rcitet anf einem 3}hitterf^tt)ein. 

©0 (S()re bent, incni ®^re gebii^rt 1 
gran ©anbo uorl nub angefut)rtl 3965 

(Sin tiidjtig ©d)tueiu unb Mutter brauf, 

5)a foigt ber gan 5 c ^epn^auf. 

SBefd^en 2Beg fommft bn Ijer ? 

Uebern Stfenftein 1 
3)a gndt’ icb ber ®ulc in§ Syieft ()inein ; 

S)ic madjt’ ein $aar Bingen I 

^tim m e. 0 f O^re JUr §5ff C I 3970 

©JoiS rcit’ft bu fo fdjucffe 1 
etimme. Mid^ t)at fie gcfc^unbcn ; 

$a fie^ nur bic ©Jnnbeit I 


Slimitt c. 
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are splintering ! The crackling and breaking of the 
branches, the mighty groaning of the trunks, the creak- 
ing and yawning of the roots, — they all crash, in 
fearfully confused fall, over one another ; and the 
winds hiss and howl through the wreck-covered clefts. 
Do you hear voices aloft ? — in the distance ? — near at 
hand ? Ay, a raving magic-song streams along the 
whole mountain ! 

Witches (in chorus). The witches repair to the Brocken ; 
the stubble is yellow, the young corn is green. Yonder 
assembles the great multitude. Sir Drian sits up aloft. 

So they go over stock and stem, the witch s, the 

he-goat s. 

Voice. The old Baubo comes .alone ; she rides on a 
farrow sow. 

Chorus. So honour to him to whom honour is due ! 
Dame Baubo to the front, and lead the way ! A goodly 
sow and mother thereon ; then follows the whole swarm 
of witches. 

Voice. Which way did you come hither ? 

Voice, Over Ilsenstein. There I peeped into the owFs 
nest. She made such a pair of eyes ! 

Voice. Oh go to hell ! why are you riding so fast ? 

Voice. She has grazed me ; only see here the wounds 1 
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3974-4C02 


ij^e^ctt (S^or). $er SBeg ift brcit, ber SBeg ift lang ; 

SBa§ ift bn§ fiir ein totter ®rang ? 3975 

^ic @abe( ftirf)t, ber SBefen fra^t, 

Sl 1 nb crfticft, bie ttRutter 
i^eseitmciftct (^§albcS ®[)or). • 

SBir fcfjteicfjen ioie bie ©d^necf’ im $au§ ; 

$ic SBcibcr ntte finb Oorou§. 

GDciiii ge^t e§ 511 be^ 93 bfcu 3980 

®a§ SBcib i)at taufeub ©^ritt t)orau§. 

(?lntrf ^alftf.) 

SBir nebmeu ba§ nidjt fo genau : 

9 )lit taufeub ©cbritten macbt’g bie grau ; 

3)od) tote fic nud) fid) citcu faun, 

3 )tit ©iucm 8 )jruuge mad)t’§ ber 9 )tann. 3985 

etimme (obeu). S'omiut utit, fommt mit, bom geffenfeel 
etimiitcit (oon uutcn). SBir mbd)teii gerne mit, in bie §ob’. 
SBir mafd)cu uub blauf finb ioir gan^ unb gor, 

^^bcr and) eiuig uufrud)tbar. 

«cibc ccDiirc. (£y fdjlocigt bcr SBiiib, flie^t ber ©tern, 3990 
®cr triibe 3 >Jtonb berbirgt fid) gern ; 

3 m ©aufcn fpriU)t ba§ Soubcrcbor 
liBicI taufeub gcuerfunfen Ijerbor. 
etimme (oou uutcn). .^latte ! ^altel 
stimiuc (oou obcu). SBer ruft ba au§ ber getfenfpalte ? 3995 

«tiittmc (uutcn). 9 tcl)mt midb mit ! S^tebrnt midb mit I 
Sd) fteige fd)ou breibunbert 
Uub faun ben (SJipfcI nid)t crrcicben. 

3 d) todre gem bei meiuc^ ©tei^cn. 

’®cibe or^orc. trdgt bcr S 3 efcn, trdgt ber ©tod, 

©abet trdgt, c§ trdgt ber Sod ; 

SBcr bcute fidb niebt beben fann. 


40CX) 
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Witches {in chorus), The way is broad, the way is long; 
what mad throng is this ? The fork pricks, the broom 
scratches, the child is stifled, the mother bursts. 

AVizards {half-chorus). We steal along like the snail in 
its house ; the women are all ahead. For in going to 
the Evil One’s house, woman is a thousand steps ahead. 

The Other Half. AW) do not take that ])recisely so : 
the woman does it with a thousand steps ; but, however 
she may hasten, the man does it at a single bound. 

A^oice {above). Come with us, come with us, from the 
Felscnsee ! 

Voice {from belozv). We should much like to go with you 
aloft. AVe wash, and are thoroughly clean, but also 
eternally barren. 

Both Choruses. The wind is still, the star flies, the 
gloomy moon is fain to hide herself. The magic choir, 
in its whizzing, sparkles forth many thousand sparks. 

y iyiVM {from below). Halt! Halt! 

Voice {from above). AVho calls there from the rock-cleft ? 

Voice {below). Take me with you ! Take me with you ! 
For full three hundred years I have been mounting, and 
cannot reach the summit. I would fain be with my 
fellows. 


Both Choruses. The broom carries, the stick carries, the 
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3ft ett)ig tin uertorucr SKaitit. 

^amycne (uiiten). 3d; itippit nac^, fo longc 
SBic finb bie Hnbern fc^on fo toeiti 4005 

3d; l;ab’ 511 ^aufc feitte 
Hub fomnie I;icr bod; uid;t ba^u. 

^cv pencil. S 5 )ie ©albc giebt ben ^c^eu ; 

(Sin iiunipen ift 511111 ( 2 cgct gut, 

(£iu giitcS 0d;iff ift jeber ^irog ; 4010 

®er flieget nie, ber t;eut nid;t flog. 
i©cibc crijotc. Hub loemt tuir nm ben ®ipfel 5iel;n, 

00 ftrcicbet an bem Sobcit I;ht, 

Hub bedt bie §eibc loeit uitb breit 

SO^it enerm @d;ti)arm ber §cjcul;cit I 4015 

(Sic laffcn fic(> nictcr.) 

ajicvbifto^iocicd. brdugt nub ftofet, ba§ rufd^t unb 
Happen 1 

5ifd;t nub quiidt, ba§ 5ict;t unb plappcrt I 
®a^j Icud)tct, fprul;t unb ftiuft unb brenut I 
(Sin Jual;vc» §ci*euetement ! 

9 hir feft an inir I fonft finb iulr gteid; getrennt. 4020 

SBo bift bn ? 

(in rcr iyornc). §ierl 

S 33 a§ I bort fd^on l^ingeriffen ? 

5 )a merb’ id; .^)an^rcd;t brand^en nniffen. 

^(ap I 3 inifer IsKotanb foinint. $tap I fiigcr 5 Po 6 eI, S^Iaj} I 
$icr, ®o!tor, faffc luic^ I unb nun, in 6iuem 0a^, 

Sia6 uu§ bciu ©ebreing’ cntuieid;eu ; 4025 

®§ ift 511 toll, fogar fiir nteiue^ @(eid;cn. 

®ort neben Ieud;tet ;ua§ niit gan^ befonbrem ©d^cin, 

5iel;t niid^ ;ua§ nac^ jenen ©trdud;cn. 

Somin, lomm I 2 Sir fd^fupfen ba ^inein. 
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fork carries, the he-goat carries ; he who cannot raise 
himself to-day is a lost man for ever. 

Demi-Witch {belong, I have been tripping after for so 
long a time : how far the others are already ! I have no 
rest at home, and do not get it here either. 

Chorus of Witches. The salvo gives courage to the 
witches ; a rag is good for a sail ; every trough is a 
good ship ; he Avill never fly who flew not to-day. 

Both Choruses. And Avhon we round the peak, do you 
pass away on the ground, and cover the heatli far and 
wide with your swarm of witch-hood ! 

( They let themselves doivn , ) 

Mephistopheles. There ’s crowding and pushing, there ’s 
rustling and clattering ! There ’s whizzing and twirling, 
there ’s tugging and chattering 1 There ’s shining, 
sparkling, and stinking, and burning ! A true Avitch- 
element ! But close to me ! else avc shall ])e parted at 
once. Where are you ? 

Faust (/;/ the distance). Here ! 

Mephistopheles. AVhat ! carried away yonder already ? 
Then I shall be obliged to exercise domestic authority. 
Boom ! Squire Voland comes. Boom ! sweet rabble, 
room ! Here, Doctor, take hold of mo ! And now, Avith 
one bound, let us escape from the croAvd ; it is too mad 
even for the like of me. Hard by there, something 
shines with a quite peculiar light ; something attracts 
me towards those bushes. Come, come 1 we Avill slip in 
there. 
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a It ft. ®u (^cift bc§ SBibcrf^rud)^ I 9 htr gu 1 Su magft mid^ 
fii^rcu. 4030 

3d) bcnfc bod), ba§ mar rcd)t flntj : 

3 niii Slk'odcit manbetu mir in ber SSalpurgignad^t, 

11m nn^ bciicbig luin Ijiejctbft 311 ifolircu. 

$a fid) nut, mdc^c bunte glammen I 
ift ciit muntrer .SUub bcifammcu. 4035 

3m SUcineu ift man nid)t altein. 

;^nitft. ^od) brobcii mbd)f id) licber fcin I 
(3d)on fcl)’ id) 05(ntl) itnb SKirbetraud^. 

^ort ftrumt bic ^Jc'cucjc 511 bem ®ofeu ; 

$a muf] fid) mnud)e^ 9 {dtl)fc( Ibfen. 4040 

a)icti!)iftot>bcic< 5 . ^od) mand)Ci? 9 intl)fd fuii))ft fid) auc^. 

Saf} bu bic ^rofjc nur faufcn 1 
SBir moKcn I)icr im 0 tillcn l)anfcn. 
ift bod) (aucjc l)cr^cbrad)t, 

®af5 in bcr groficu ffictt man flcine SSelten mod)t. 4045 
fcl)’ id) iiuuic .^)C);d)cn, nadt nub blofj, 

Hub atte, bic fid) ftiu] l)erl)uncn. 

Scl)b frcnnblid), iiiir urn rneiuetmiden I 
SDic 9 Jtu()’ ift ftciu, bcr 0pnf5 ift (^rog. 

3 d) bore may 0011 3 Hftrumcutcu tbucu ; 4050 

:i 5 crftud)t ( 5 ^cfd)narr ! 93 ?an imiB fid) bran gembbnen. 

,Slomm mit! .Slomm miti (S^:? faun nid)t auberg fci)n, 

3 d) tret’ beran nub fiibrc bid) bcrciii, 

Hub id) Ocvbiubc bid) aufC^ 9 tcuc. 

2 Sa?' fagft bn, gvcuub V bay ift feiu Hcincr 91 aum. 4055 
®a fid) nur l)in ! fid)ft bay @nbc faum. 

6in ^Hubert gener brciincii in ber 91 cibc ; 

9 )lou tan^t, man fd))oabt, man tod)t, man trinft, man liebt ; 
fage mir.. too Cy moS SJeffer^ giebt ? 
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Faust, Thou spirit of contradiction ! But go on ! thou 
mayst lead me. I think, however, it was right sagely 
done ! We repair to the Brocken on Walpurgis-night — 
in order now, in this place of all others, to isolate our- 
selves of our own accord ! 


Meptiistophkles. Only see there, what \’ariogatcd flames ! 
A lively cluh is met together. In a small circle one is 
not alone. 

Faust. I Avoukl rather he above, though ! Already I see 
fire and eddying smoke. Yonder streams the multitude 
to the Evil One ; many a riddle must l)e untied there. 


MKPlflSToPllEl.ES. But many a riddle Av ill be knotted too. 
Just leave the great AA-orld to AAiiii*; Ave will abide here 
in peace. Surely, it has long Ixjen handed doAvn, that 
in the gi’eat Avorld little AAxjrlds are made. I sec there 
young Avitches naked and bare, and old ones who 
prudently cover them.selves. Be amiabh^, if only for 
my sake ! The trouble is small, the sport is great. I 
hear something sounding from instruments. Cursed 
jangling ! One must accustom oiujself to it. Come 
along, come along ! It cannot be otherwise ; I shall 
Avalk on and introduce you here, and I shall oblige you 
afresh. AMiat say you, friend 'i that is no small space. 
Only look there ! you scarcely see the end. A hundred 
fires are burning in a roAV ; people are dancing, talking, 
cooking, drinking, loving : now tell me Avhere is there 
anything better ? 
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4060-4088 


;iauft. SBiHft bn bid) nun, nm nn^ l^ier ein^ufu^rcn, 4060 
3<Jwbrcr obci* Xcufct ))robuciren ? 

3iuar bin id) je^r geino^nt, incognito p 

gebn ; 

®oc^ (tifet am ©aintag man fcincn Orben fe'^n. 

6in .ftnicbanb ,^cid)nct mid) nid)t an§ ; 

®od) ift bcr ^^fcrbcfnfj t)ier c()rcnoo(1 511 $au§. 4065 

0icl)ft bu bic Sd)ncde ba ? 0ic fommt t)crange!roc^)en ; 

9 }^it il)rcm taftcnben @cfid)t 
,f)at fic mir fdjon ma^> abgcrod)en. 

Si^cnu id) and) mid, Ocddngu’ id) ^iev mid^ nic^t. 

Stomm nuv ! ^^on gcuer get)cn iuir 511 gener ; 4070 

3 d) bin bcr Berber nub bu bift ber greicr. 

(,-^u ctnii^cii, tie urn v'cvijtimmcnte Jtol^icn fi^cn.) 

3t)r alten §crrn, ma^ mad)t it)r t)ier am ®nbc ? 

3d) (obf cud), menu id) end) t)ubfdb 9 }titte fdnbe, 

4.^011 Saiu^ um^irtt nub 3 ugenbbrau^ ; 

©enug allcin ift jcber \a 511 ^)au§. 4075 

Kictierni. Bcr mag auf ^Jtationen traiien 1 
3 Jtan babe nod) fo oiet fiir fic getban ; 

®cnn bci bem 45 otf, tuic bei ben grauen, 

0tebt immcvfort bic 3ngenb obenon. 
swittifur. 3cbt ift man Oon bem 9ted)tcn al^umeit, 4080 
3d) tube mir bic guten 5(Iten ; 

®cun freitid), ba loir 5 ((Ic^ galtcn, 

®a luar bie rcd)tc golbiic 3cit. 

Vavtfcmt. Bir loareu loal)r(id) oud) nid)t bumm, 

Hub tbateii oft, loa^ loir nid)t foUten ; 4085 

®Dd) ic^o fct)rt fid) 4 [Uc^ urn unb nm, 

Hub eben ba loir’^ feft erbatten looUten. 
aiutor. Bcr mag loobi uberboiipt fept einc Sebrift 
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Faust. To introduce us here, do you mean now to present 
yourself as wizard, or devil ? 

MKiurrsTOPiiELES. In truth, I am much used to go incog- 
nito ; hut on a gala-day one shows one’s order. A 
garter does not distinguish me, hut liere the cloven foot 
is honourably at homci. Do you see tlie sfiail there ? 
It comes creeping up ; it has already scented out some- 
thing from mo with its feeler-face. Even if I would, I 
could not disown myself h(*rc. But come ! we will go 
from fire to fire; I shall he the mediator, and you will 
he the wooer. 

( To some persons sittitti^ round djyln^ embers . ) 

Old gentlemen, what are you doing here at the extremity 
I should commend you if I found you fairly in the midst, 
encircled witli riot and youthful turmoil, — why, every 
one is enough alone at home. 

(xENEiiAL. A\’ho can trust in nations, however much one 
may have done for them % For with the people, as with 
the women, youth has ever the preference. 

Minister. People at present are all too far from the right; 
for me, I praise the good old ones ; f(jr verily when we 
were all in all, that was the true golden age. 

Parvenu. We, too, were certainly not stupid, and often 
did what we ought not; hut at present everything is 
turning round and round, and just when we wished to 
keep it steady. 

Author. Altogether, who now, pray, wants to read a 

U 
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®on ind^ia flugeni lefen I 
Hub bag tiebe juiige SSotf betrifft, 4090 

®ag ift itoc^ nie fo nafemcig geiDcfen. 
mtpffi^topi)cit^ (bcv aiif einmal fc^r alt crfcbeiut). 

3 uni iiinoften Xag fill)!’ ic^ bag ^^olf gcreift, 

®a id) 3 um le^tciinial ben ^ejenberg erfteigC; 

Unb tncil mein gdfidjen triibc lanft, 

©0 ift bie SS3clt and) anf ber 9teige. 4095 

! 5 riJben)cgc. 3t)r §crren, gc!)t nid^t fo borbcil 
iiaf)t bie ©ctegen'^eit nid)t fal)ren I 
^(iifmerffam btidt nad) ntcinen SBaaren I 
(£g ftct)t bal)ier gar inand)er{ci. 

Unb bod) ift nid)tg in mcinem iiabeit; 4100 

2) cm feiner anf ber Grbe glcid)t, 

3) ag nid)t einmal ^nm tnd)t’gcn ©d)aben 
®er 9Jtenfd)cn nnb ber SBelt gereid&t. 

Sfein ^iDolc^ ift t)ier, Oon bent nid^t S3Iut gefloffen, 

Stein Stcld), ang bem fid) nid)t in gonj gefiinben Seib 4105 
!! 8 cr 5 cl)renb ^eifeeg ©ift ergoffen, 

Stein ©d)miidf, ber nid)t cin licbengmurbig 2Beib 
9}erfiil)rt, fein ©divert, bag nici^t ben 93unb gebrod^cn, 
ctmo ^interriicfg ben ©egenmonn burd^ftoc^en. 

gran 9Kn^me, fie oerfte^it ntir fd^ted^t bic 
3eiten. 4110 

@etl)an gcfd)c^n I ©efc^e^n get^an I 
SBeideg’ fie fid) anf ^Jtcuigfeitcn 1 
9hir 9kuigfeiten 5 ie^n ung an. 
afttttft. ®a6 id) mid) nnr nid^t fcibft bcrgcffcl 
$ci6’ id^ mir bag bod^ cine SJlcffc I 
aRetibifto|»bcic«. !J)cr gan 5 e ©trubet ftrebt nad^ oben; 

®u glaubft ^n fc^ieben, unb bu toirft gcfd^oBcn. 
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work of moderately wise contents % And as regards the 
precious young people, they have never yet been so pert. 

Mephistopheles {7vho all at once appears very old). I feel 
the people ripe for doomsday, as I ascend the witch- 
mountain for the last time ; and because my keg runs 
thick, the world, too, is on the lees. 

Huckster-Witch. Gentlemen, do not go by thus! Do 
not let the opportunity pass 1 Look attentively at my 
wares : there are very mjiiiy sorts here. And yet in my 
shop, to which none on earth is equal, there is nothing 
that has not redounded, at some time or other, to the 
great detriment' of mankind, and of the world. No 
dagger is here from Avhich blood has not flowed; no 
bowl, from which consumingly hot poison has not poured 
out into some quite healthy body ; no trinket, that has 
not seduced an amiable woman ; no sword, that has not 
broken union, — has not perchance stabbed an adversary 
from behind. 

Mephistopheles. Coz, methinks you ill understand the 
times. What ’s done has happened ! What has hap- 
pened ^s done 1 Apply yourself to novelties. Novelties 
alone attract us. 

Faust. That only I may not forget myself ! This I call a 
fair indeed ! 

Mephistopheles, The whole throng is striving upwards. 
You think to shove, and you are shoved. 





4118-4143 


^iift 


^ n 11 ft. SScr i)t bciiu baS V 
autc^OiftoMDctevi. 53 ctrarf)tc fie Qcnaii I 

ift ba^. 

;?nuft. ^^cr? 

tvievt)iftovi)ctc<<. ^^(bam^ erfte 3 roii. 

bicfj in Mjt t)or i^rcn f^oucn §aaren, 
i 8 or bicicm Srfjimicf, mit bcm fic cinsicj ^jrangt I 
fficnii fic baniit bcu jmtc^eu lilJ^anu crlaitgt, 

00 (iifU fic iljii fo balb uicfjt loicber fal^ren. 
a II ft. fit^cu ,v^ci, bic 5 Utc luit bci* ; 

!Dic Ijabcn fdjon luay 3 ^ted)t^ gefprungcn I 
a)tcvt)iftovi)c(c<>. I)at mm l)cutc feinc 
(S^ (jc()t 511111 iiciicii Xau3 ; iiiiu fomm I tuir (jveifen 311. 
;i(iuft (mit tcv tatijcnb). 

C 5 inft icf) ciitcii fcf)oiictt Xraimi ; 

fnl) id) ciiicu 5 (pfc( 0 aum, 

3 iuci fdjbiic 9 lc|)fc( cjtdii^ten bran ; 

0ic rci^tcii mid), id) ftici] I)iiian. 

Xic Sciiiiiic. ‘2)ci- 9 (cpfc(d)cn bcgci)rt it)r fel)r, 
lliib fd)oii l^om ‘^>avabicfc ()tT. 
ilNOii 3vciibcii fiil)(’ id) mid) bciucgt, 

^nu oud) iiiciii (iJartcu foId)C trdgt. 
9 )tcvi)iftofJiKlc<^ (mit ter 9 Utcn). 

(Jiiift f)atf id) eiiien luiifteu Xroum ; 

Ta fal) id) ciiieii gef))attneu 5 Bauiu, 

^er I)att’ ciii ; 

00 — Co luar, i]cfiel mir § bod). 

Tic ante. bictc meiucu beften ®ru6 
^cm flutter mit bem ^ferbefu^ I 

.^atl er ciiicii bcrcit, 

28 enn cl nid^t fd^eut. 
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Faust. AMio, then, is that 1 

Mephistopiieles. Mark her well ! Fhat is Lilith. 

Faust. Who ? 

Mepiiistopheles. Adam’s first wife. Beware of licr lovely 
hair, — of this adornment in which she shines unmatched! 
AVhen she wins a young man Avith it, she docs not let 
him go again so soon. 

Faust. There sit two, the old one with the young one ; 
they have already capered famously. 

MEPHlSTOPPfEi.KS. There is no nist to-day for these crea- 
tures. A new dance is beginning. Come, now, let us lend 
a hand 1 

Faust {(iandng with the young one). Once I had a fail* 
dream; therein I saw an ajiple tree; two fair apjdes 
shone upon it ; they enticed me, I climbed up. 

The Fair One. You crave much foi* the little ajiples, and 
from Paradise even till now. I feel moved with joy 
that my garden also bears such. 

Mephistopheles {with the old one). Once I had a wild 

dream ; therein I saw a cleft tree ; it had a ; as 

it was, it pleased me still. 

The Old One. I present my best respects to the knight 

with the cloven foot ! Let him have a ready, if 

he does not fear . 
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IBerMtel Solfl tvaS unterfte^t i^r 

cucfj ? 

$at man eucf) (aiigc nirfjt betDicfett; 4145 

®in C^eift iiie auf orbcutUd)en Silken ? 

9 ^un iljr gar, uit^ onbern aj^cnfd^cn gtcid^ I 
'jic (taujcnb). toitt benn ber aiif unferm Sail? 

(tangent), I ber ift ebcn iiberall. 

S53ag ^iliibrc tau.^cii, timf} er fdja^en ; 4150 

Slnmi cr tiid)t iebcu ©c^ritt bcid^tDd^en, 

©0 ift ber ©c^ritt fo gut al§ nic^t gefc^e'^n. 

5 Iiu mcifteu drgcrt il}it, fobalb luir borludrtg gel^n. 

SBcnn il)r cud) \o iiu Streijc brci^eii tuolltct, 

SBic cr ’0 ill fciucr altcu SDhi^Ic tl)ut, 4155 

l)tefj’ cr adeufaH^ uod) gut; 

Sejouber» tucnu i()r il)u barum bcgru^en folltct, 

Jsl)r {cl)b itod) imiucr bo I 9 Mn, ba§ ift 

uucrijurt. 

Scr)d)luiubct boci^ 1 Sft 3 ir Ijabeii ja aufgcfidrt I 

Xcufel^?pacf, cv fragt uad) feiuer 3 t^gel ! 4160 

2 Sir {tub fo flag, uub bcuuod) fv^ift’^ in Seget. 

2 Bic laugc I)ob’ id) uid)t am ^al)u I)inau§gefet)rt I 
Uub uic luirb’^i rciit; ba§ ift boc^ uucrl)brt 1 
^tiic ©0 bort bod) auf, un^ b^cr ju cnniibireu I 

^rof ^d) )agV> eud) ©eiftern in§ ©eficbt : 4165 
®eu 0kiftc!i?beipoti^mu^ leib’ id^ nid)t; 

SQiciu (JK'ift faun i^u uicbt cjercircn. 

((53 n)trt> fortjctaiijt. ) 

$cut, fcl)’ icb, luill mir uicbt^ gelingcn ; 

S5od} cine 9leifc ncbm’ id) immcr mit, 

Unb boffc nod), uor meiucm Icfetcn ©d^ritt, 

3 )ie Scufel uub bic ®icbtcr ju bc^loingen. 


4170 



Walpurgis-N ight 


311 


Proctopiiantasmist. Accursed folk ! how dare you ? Was 
it not long since proved to you that a ghost never 
stands on ordinary feet ? Now you are even dancing 
away like us other men ! 

The Fair One {dancing). What does he want, then, at 
our ball ? 

Faust {dancing). Oh, he is in fact everywhere ! What 
others dance, he must appraise. If he cannot talk about 
every step, the step is as good as not made. He is most 
vexed, directly wo go forwards. If you would turn in 
a circle, just as he does in his old mill, that perhaps ho 
might yet call good ; especially if you were to ask his 
leave. 

Proctopiiantasmist. You are still there ! No, that is 
unheard of ! Do vanish ! Y"c have, you know, en- 
lightened [the world !] This devil’s pack, it cares for no 
rules. We are so wise — and yet Tegel is haunted ! 
How long have not I been sweeping away at the delu- 
sion ; and it never becomes clean ! That is surely un- 
heard of ! 

The Fair One. Now, do leave off boring us here ! 

Proctophantasmist. I tell you spirits to your face : I 
will not tolerate spirit-despotism; my spirit cannot 
exercise it. 

( The dancing goes on.) 

To-day, I see, I shall succeed in nothing ; but anyhow I 
shall avail myself of the opportunity for a journey ; and 
I hope still, before my last step, to get the better of the 
devils and the poets. 
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;n2 ^auft 

(£r toirb ftc^ gtcic^ in eine fc^en 
2)a« ift bic 2irt, luic er fid) fmiJoGtrt, 
llnb menu il3iutcgel (id) an fcinciu ©tcig ergefeen, 

3ft cr non Wciftcni iiiib bon ®eift ciirirt. 4ijs 

Aaiti'l, ter au^ tem fTanj getreten ifl.) 

28 o!I 5 (affeft bu bav {djouc ^J}^dbd)cn fd^ren, 
biu 511m \o licOlid) fang? 

Tfttuu. inittcu im (Mefange sprang 
(Sin rot^c^ SDtdu^djcu iljr aii^ bem Siyiuube. 

ift tua^j ^)ted)tv?I ®a§ nimiut man 
iiidjt gcunii ; 4180 

03cmig, bic !}Jtauy Wax bodj uidjt grmt. 
frngt baniad) in eincr Sd)dfcrftunbc‘? 

$anu fol) id; — 

7 ^ ait it ^\)^cpt)ifto, ficl)ft bu bort 

CSin b(affcv\ fd)5ue§ .Uiub adcin unb feme fteljen ? 

5ie fd)icbt fid) langfam unr Horn Dvt, 4185 

3ic fdjeint mit gcfdjlofjitcu Jyufjcn 511 ger)en. 

Jd) niuf) bctcuucn, bafj luiv bdud)t, 

"iJafi jic belli giitcii C^)retd)eit g(cid)t 

bay mir ftct)u I ®abei luirb’^ Sliemonb 

Ui0l)(. 

ift eiii ^nnberbUb, ift (cb(o§, eiu 3boL 4190 

:S(}m begegneu ift nid)t gut ; 
iSoiii ftavrcu 33Iid crftarrt bcy 9)k'nfd)eu ®Iut, 

Unb cv inirb faft in 3tein berfeljrt: 

SJon bev ^^3tcbnjc baft bu ja gel)brt. 

giinuabr, ey finb bic 5lugcn einer Xobten, 

^ic cine (iebenbe .fbanb nid^t fd)(o§. 

5)aS ift bic ®nift, bic 03rctd)eu mir geboten, 
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MEPHiSToriiELES. llc will forthwith set himself in fi 
puddle — that is the way in which he solaces himself — 
and when leeches regale themselves oji his breech, he 
is cured of sj^irits and of spirit. {7h Fai-st, has 
(jiiitted the dance.) Why do you forsake the fair maid 
who sang so sweetly to you in the dance ? 

Faust. Ah ! in the middle of the song a little red mouse 
sprang out of her mouth. 

Meptiistophelics. That is* out of the way ! One is not 
particular about that. Enough, the mouse was, at any 
rate, not grey. Who cares for such things in a happy 
lover’s hour ? 

Faust. Then I saw — 

MEmiisTopiiEr.KS, AVhat ? 

Faust. Mephisto, do you sec yondei* a pale, fair child, 
standing alone and afar ? She shifts but slov^ly from the 
place ; she appears to go with shackled feet. I must own, 
it seems to me that she resembles my good (jrretchen. 

Mepuistopheles. Just let that alone ! No good will come 
of it to any one. It is a magic-form, is lifeless, — a 
phantom. ’Tis not well to meet it ; at its fixed gaze the 
blood of man curdles, and he is well-nigh turned to 
stone : you have heard, no doubt, of Medusa. 

Faust. In truth, they are the eyes of a corpse, which a 
loving hand did not close. That is the bosom which 
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3 )a§ ift ber fiiBc 2 cib, ben td^ gcnog ! 

ift bic 3 ciubcrei, bu tcid^t Derfii^rtcr 

%i)ox\ 

5)cnu Scbcin foninit fic tuic fciu Siebd^eu Dor. 4200 

S35e(cf) cine SSSonucI SSctdb ein Scibcnl 
^df) faun Don biejcm 5B(ict nid^t fc^ciben. 

28 ic fouberbar imife btefcn fcbbnen 
(Sin ciii^iii rotlje^ Sd)niirrf)cn fc^mucfen, 

S^irfjt breitcr aU ciu SJkfferriiden I 4205 

a>icp^ifto^>Ocicfli. Wan^rccbt! td^ fcb’ c§ cbenfaUg. 

©ic fanu ba^ .J)aupt and) unterm Hrme tragcn ; 

$cnn ^crfcu^ il)r abgcfd^tagcn. — 

9lur imincr bicfc 2 nft ^nm 2 Bnt)n ! 

Stomm bodj ba§ Apiigetdjcn bcran ! 4210 

|)icr ift’)^ fo tuftig, toie im prater ; 

Hub l)at man mir’-S nid;t nngctt;an, 

©0 feb’ id] inabrlidj ein Sbeoter. 
gicbt’^5 bcnn ba ? 

Ccriiiaiiur @(cid) fiingt mon mieber an. 

6 in ncnei? ©tiid, ba§ (cbtc ©tiicf Don fieben I 4215 

©0 Diet 511 geben ift attbicr ber ©raudb* 

©in S)itcttnnt bat e^3 gcfdjviebcn, 

Hub ^itcttanteu fpieten’^ and), 
ffierjcibt, ibr ,'perru, menu id) DerjcbtDinbe ; 

9 )tid) bilettirt’ii, bcu iKorbang auf5U5iebn. 4220 

ane^t)iftov^eie«. SBcuu idb eudb auf bcm 93{odt^berg finbe, 
finb’ id) gut ; bcnn ba gebort ibr bin. 
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Gretchen yielded to me ; that is the sweet body which I 
enjoyed ! 

Mephistophelks. There lies the witchcraft, you easily de- 
luded fool ! for she appears to every one as his sweetheart. 

Faust. What bliss ! what suffering ! I cannot part from 
that look. How strange that a single red line, no 
broader than the back of a knife, should adorn this fair 
nock ! 

MEPfllSTOPHELES. Quito right ! I see it too. She can also 
carry her head under her arm ; for Perseus has cut it off 
for her. — Perpetually this fondness for delusion ! Do 
come up the hillock ! Here it is as merry as in the 
Prater ; and, if they Ve not bewitchcfl me, I actually see 
a theatre. What, then, is going on here ? 

Servibilts. They will ]>egiii again directly. A new piece, 
— the last piece of seven ! It is the custom here to give 
so many. A dilettiintc has written it, and dilettanti 
also play it. Pardon, gentlemen, if I vanish ! It is my 
dilettante office to draw up the curUiin. 

Mephistopheles. When I find you on the Blocksberg, 
that is what I approve ; for you belong to the place. 
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^5alpur^tGttad)tsfrctttm 

ctcr 

(')bcrono xtnb ffittaniaG ^olbnc e^od)3cit 
3 ntcrmcjgo. 

:H)cntctiiicif*cv. .'pcutc ntl)cu \mx cinmal, 
luactrc 0ol)nc. 

Scvi^ luib fcudjtc^j Xijai, 

\\i bio ncin;)C 0 ccnc I 
,i>cvoit>. bic ,S>od);)Oit c;oIbcu fel), 

0uU'ii ^>al)r fcl)u UoriiDcr; 

Vlbov ift bor 0 tvoit iHnd'ci, 

O^olbcu ift iiiir ticbcr. 

OUcroti. 0 ol)b, U)r (^kiftcr, tuo id) bin, 

0 u ,)Oiiit'y in bicfcn 0 timbcu I 
.Slbiiii^ iiub bic ,SKnti(\iu, 

0 ic fiiib aufy ucrbunbcn. 

SUMumt bor '' 4 >»d, unb bvc()t fid) qucr 
Hub jdilcift bcu Jviifj im )Kcit)CU ; 

,'i>uubcvt fDiunicu t)intevi)cr, 

0 id) aiidi iiiit it)m 511 frcucii, 

3 iviei. ^^Ivict beiDcqt bcu 0 anq 
Su l)iininlifd) vciueu ^oucu ; 

Side (vvat'cu locft fein Stlanq, 

®od) locft Cl* and) bic 0 d)oucn. 

Ci>cr 0 n. (fatten, bic fidi ucrtiagcu luoUcu, 

Jilcnicii’jj uou uii§ Scibcu ! 
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AVAL? U RGLS-N I G HT'S 1 ) R E A M 


OR 


OBERON AND TITANIA’S GOLDEN WEDDING 

Intermezzo. 

Manacier. To-day wo rest for once, the valiant sons of 
Micding, Old mountain and dain|) dale, — that is the 
whole scenery ! 

Herald. That the wedding may he golden, fifty years 
must 1)0 passed ; ])ut if the strife is oven*, that golden 
result is more pleasing to me. 

Oberon. If ye spirits he whei'e J am, show it at this time ; 
the king and queen, they are united anew. 

Puck. When Puck comes and whirls himself across, aiul 
slides his foot in the dance, a hundT’cd come after, to 
rejoice also with him. 

Ariel. Ariel evokes the song in celestially pure tones ; his 
music allures many ugly faces, hut it also allures the fair 
ones. 


Oberon. Spouses who wish to agree, let them learn from 
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SBenn fid} ^Jucic liebcn follen, 424^ 

Srauc^t man fie nnr fc^eiben. 
ititanin. ©djinodt ber SQ^auu unb grillt bie S^^au, 

So fafd fic nur beljenbc, 
gu(}rt mir nad} bem SJlittacj fie, 

Unb i^n an ^Jlorbcn^ @nbe. 4250 

Crrf)cftcr, 'Xniii (fortissimo). Stiegenfd}naua’ unb 2Rudettnaf’ 
5 !}Ut i()vcn ^2Inbcrmanbten, 
ffrofd) ini ^anb nnb ©rid’ im @ra§, 

^a§ finb bic ! 9 JUififantcn 1 

Colo. ©cl}t, ba fonnnt ber ^nbelfad I 4255 

ift bie ©eifenbtafe. 

$6rt ben ©d}ncdefd}nicfcfd}nacf 
$nrd) fcinc ftumpfc ^kfe I 

bet ficb ctft biibct. ©pimienfii^ unb S^btenbaud^ 

Unb 5 tnne(d)cn bem 2 Bid}td}en I 4260 

3mar cin Xljicvc^cn cjicbt e§ nid}t, 

®od} ciicbt c<? cin @ebid)td}en. 

©in '4Jatd)cn. iil'Icincr 6d}ritt unb I}oI}er Sprung 
^urd} .^)onigtI}au unb S^iifte ; 

B^oar bn trippcift mir gennug, 4265 

^od} gel}t’^ uid^t in bic iiiifte. 

swciiflieriflct tMcifcnber. 3ft ba^ uid^t 2Ragfcrabcnfpott? 
Sod id} ben Bingen trauen ? 

Oberon, ben fd}bncn ©ott, 

9 tud^ I}eutc l}icr 5U fd}aucu I 

ilcine itlauen, feiuen Sd}mansl 
®oci^ bteibt c§ au^er SdJcifcI, 

@0 mie bic ©otter ©riedienlanb^, 

So ift nud^ cr ein Xeufed 

i»otbif*bet eanfticr. SSag id^ ergreife, baiJ ift ^cut 
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us both ! If two are to love each other, you need only 
separate them. 

Titania. If the husband sulks, and the wife is capricious, 
do but seize them nimbly ; convey me her to the South, 
and him to the extremity of the North. 

The whole Orohestua {fortissimo). Snout of fly and nose 
of gnat, with their kindred, frog in the leaves and cricket 
in the grass, — they are the musicians. 

Solo. See, there comes the bagpipe ! It is the soap-bubble. 
Hear the Schnecke-schnickc-schnack through its snub- 
nose ! 

Spirit that is just growing into shape. Foot of spider, 
and paunch of toad, and winglets for the little wight ! 
True, it will not make an animalcule, but it will make a 
little poem. 

A Little Couple. Little step and high spring, through 
honey-dew and exhalations ; truly you trip it enough 
for me, yet you don’t get into the air. 

Inquisitive Traveller. Is not that masquerading 
mockery ? Am 1 to trust my eyes ? To see the 
beauteous god Oberon here to-day tool 

Orthodox. No claws, no tail ! Yet it remains beyond 
doubt that, even as the gods of Greece, so ho too is a 
devil. 

Northern Artist. What I take in hand to-day is truly 
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gurmat)r niir ffi3,^cntueife ; 

®od) id) bcrcitc mid) bci 3cit 
^iir 3ta(idu’jd)cn Dtcifc. 

M)I mein Uncilucf fuf)rt mid^ l^er : 

2 Bic mirb uid)t I)icr cjchtbcrt I 4280 

Hub non bcm (iaii.^cii $e]L‘eid)cer 
0inb (jtucic niir gcpubevt. 

;:^iiiiflc ^cr ''4>ubcr ift, fo mic bcr 9 locf, 
giir alt’ nub (^vauc !fi 5 ctbd)cn ; 

®rum fi<)’ id) uadt auf mcincm ®od, 4285 

Hub ^citj’ ciii bcrbc» 2 elbd)eit. 

SDiattonc. SiBit I)abcu Diet Sebcn^art, 

Urn t)icr mit cud) 5U maiden ; 

! 5 )od) l)i)jf' id), foftt it)v iung nnb -^art, 

So mic i()r |ct)b, ocrfanlen. 4290 

cca^icUmciftcv. SHcc;cnfd)nan,V nnb SUliidennar, 

Umfd)iudvmt miv nid)t bic 9 iadte ! 

3ro|d) im iiiaiib nub ©rid’ im ®ra^, 

So bicibt bod) and) im Xactc I 

®Oiii^fninic (luub bcr cinen Seite). ©ejellfc^aft, mie man louu* 
jdicn fann I 4295 

!i 53 al)i 1 )aftic;, lantev ilkdutc I 
Hub Sungi3cic(Icn, 3 J?ann fiir Sliann, 

®ic Ijoffmiuci^ooClftcn £cutc I 

«»hibfni)iic (nacU bcr iinbcrn Scitc). Hub t^ut fid^ nid^t ber 
®oben auf, 

Sic 5 ((Ic 311 ocrid)tin(jett, 4300 

So loiU id) mit bel)enbcni Sauf 
@Icid) in bic .^'lodc fpringen. 

.^euiett. ^(<5 Siifecteu finb loir bo, 

SKit ftcinen fdjorfen Sc^cren, 
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only sketch-wise, but I am preparing betimes for the 
Italian journey. 

Purist. Ah ! my ill-fortune brings me hither : what dis- 
sipation is there not here ! And of the whole host of 
witches, only two are powdered. 

Young AYitch. Powder, as well as the petticoat, is for old 
and grey little Avomen; therefore, I sit naked on my 
ho-goat, and show a strapping little body. 

Matron. Wc have too much good-breeding to sulk with 
you here ; but I hope, young and delicatci as you arc, 
you will rot. 

Band-Conductors. Snout of fly and nose of gnat, swarm 
me not about the naked one ! Prog in the leaves and 
cricket in the grass, pray, keep you also in time ! 

Weathercock {pointing in one direction). Company as 
good as one could desire ! Truly, nothing but fernah; 
aspirants for matrimony ! And bachelors, man for man, 
the hopefullcst people ! 

Weathercock {pointing in the other directmi). And if the 
ground does not open to swallow them all up, with a 
quick run I will jump immediately into hell 

Xenien. We arc here as insects, with little sharp nippers, 

X 
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4305-4334 


©atan, unfcrn ;&errn ?Pa^)a, 4305 

3 lad) SBurbcu oere^rcn. 

<^enttinfld. ©el}t, tuie fie in gcbraugtcr ©d^iaar 
SJJaiu gufamiiieu fc^cr^en I 
5(m (Snbc fagcn fie uoii^ gar, 

©ie Ijatten gutc ^er^eii. 4310 

S0htf«flci. iu bicfcm §cjen^cer 

5 UM(f) gar 511 geru tjcrtiercu ; 
fficnii frciiici; biefc idj cf)’r, 

9(fe 3Kufeu nu^ufiitjreti. 

Oi-devant Wcitiiitf bet SJiit rcd;teu Scuten U)irb man 

tt)a§. 4315 

Stomm, faffc niciucu Sipf^t I 

®cr 33 (od!;Jbcrg, tuic ber beutf^e ^Parnajs, 

.^at gar ciuen breiten ®i|)fct 

92 citoictiacv ^Hcifcnbcr. ©agt, inic ()ei§t ber fteife SMaun? 
ffir geljt mit ftotjcu ©d;ritten ; 4320 

@r fdjuobert, tua§ er fdjnoberu faun. 

„ ®r fpiirt nad; 

Rtniiicf). ^cm .Sttaveu mag id; gem 
Hub and) im ^riiben fifd;cu ; 

^armn jel;t il;r bcu frommen ^erru 4525 

©id) aucb mit Xcufein mifd)cu. 

©JcUfiiib. Jsa, fiir bie frommen, gtanbet mir, 

J"vft allc^ eiii 95 cl)itel ; 

©ie bilbcu auf bem 93 (od^berg ^icr 
®ar mand)c§ (loubentifet. 4330 

aiiiiier. ®a fomiiit ja mo^I cin ncne§ E^or? 

3ci^ pve feme Irommetn. 

Slur ungeftbrt I fiub im Slo^r 
®te nnifonen 3)ommcin. 
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to honour Satan, our worshipful papa, according to his 
dignity, 

Hennings. See how, in croAvded troop, they jest naively 
together ! In the end, tlioy Avill e’en say, they liad good 
hearts. 

MusaitET I am all too willing to lose myself in this host 
of Avitchcs ; for, truly, I should know hotter how to 
manage these than Muses. 

Cf-Devant Genius of the Age. With proper people, one 
is appreciated. Come, take hold of my skirt ! The 
Blocksbcrg, like the German Parnassus, has a very 
broad top. 

Inquisitive Traveller. Say, what is the name of the 
stiff man ? He Avalks Avith proud steps. lie snufllcs at 
everything he can snufHc at. ‘He is scenting out 
Jesuits.’ 

Crane. I like to fish in the clear, and also in the turbid ; 
therefore you see the pious gentleman consorting even 
with devils. 

Worldling. Ay, for the pious, believe me, everything is 
an instrument ; they form full many a conventicle here 
upon the Blocksberg. 

Dancer. Here is surely a new choir coming ? I hear 
distant drums. But don’t be disturbed ! It is the 
unisonous bitterns in the reeds. 
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4335-4365 


Sflnjmelfle*. SBtC 1 > 0 C^ 4335 

@i(^, lute cv fnnn, IjeraH§3icI)t ! 

$cr Sfrutniue f^jriugt, fcer ^lutuije ^u^ft, 

Uiib frngt nid^t, niie c§ auSfic^t. 
afibefer. tjafet fid) fdjtuer, ba^ 8uint)enf)ad, 

Unb flab’ fid; flcnt ba^ 9 ?cftd;cu ; 434 ° 

(£•5 cint fic f;icr ber 'Subdfnrf, 

2 Bic 0 vbf)cu§’ 8 cicc bic ®eftjcu. 

mid; uid;t itre f^rei’n, 

9Jid;t burd; ft'ritit itod; 3mcifel. 

®cr Icitfcl iiutf; bod; ctmoiS fei;u ; 4345 

aSic fliib’g bcuu fonft au^ IXenfet V 
^(bciitift. Sic '45i;rtntafie in mciitcm ©inn 
3ft biC‘5inal gnr t;crrifc^ : 

3 nrioaf;c menu id; bn^ af(e§ bin, 

So bin id; r;cutc ndrrifd;. 4350 

9tcrtiift. SaiS aSJefen ift miv vcd;t yiv Onni 
Unb ninfj mid; baft Ocvbvicfjen ; 

3d) ftc(;o I;ici’ jnm ciftcnmnt 
'JJid;t feft nnf incincn SiiBcn. 

euvrritnturniift. 9 J}it Oict ii^crflnngcn bin id) ba 4355 

Unb ficnc mid; mit biefen ; 

Senn Don ben Senfein faun id; fn 
ainf gntc Weiftcr fd;(icf)cn. 

Sfrbtitcr. Sic flcl))) ben 5 Iammd;en auf bet Sfntr, 

Unb fllanb’n fid; nn(; bem Sd)a§e. 4360 

ainf Senfei vcimt ber Swcifel nut ; 

So bin id; vcd;t am !iptaf)C. 
o'Dbenmeiftet. fvtofd; tm Sanb itnb ©rill’ im ®vo§, 
58 crPu(^tc Sitettanten ! 

gliegcnfc^noHs’ nnb SWiidennof 4365 
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Dancing-Master. How each, to he sure, lifts his legs ! — 
gets on as best he can ! The crooked jumps, the heavy 
hojis, and asks not how it looks. 

Fiddler. The pack of ragamuffins ! they hate one another 
thoroughly, and would fain give one another the finish- 
ing blow ! The bagpipe unites them here, as Orpheus' 
lyre the beasts. 

Dogmatist. I shall not let myself be put out, either by 
criticism or doubt. The flevil, though, must be some- 
thing ; for how else should there be devils ? 

Idealist. Phantasy, this time, is much too masterful in 
my mind : verily, if I be all that, 1 must be crazy 
to-day ! 


Kealist. Entity is a regular plague to nu'., and must 
needs vex me much. I stand here, for the fi]*st time, not 
firm upon my feet. 

SuPERNATURALTsr. I am hcic With much pleasure, and 
am delighted with these ; foi-, from devils, 1 can surely 
draw conclusions as to good spirits. 

Sceitic. They follow the track of the little flames, and 
believe themselves near the treasure. Doubt alone 
rhymes to devil ; therefore I am in the right place. 


Band-Master. Frog in the leaves, and cricket in the grass. 
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4366-4395 


^anft 


^l)x fc^b bod) 3 KuftfantenI 
^ic ©etoaiibtcii. SniiSfouct, fo Ijcx^i bag §ccr 
Soil tuftigen @e)d)opfen ; 

ben Siifieu gcljt’g uid^t mel)r, 

Xrum ge()u loir auf ben S'o^jfeu. 4370 

:^ic UiiiicijiiJfiirtH’it* Sottft I)oben loir inanc^en Siffen er* 
fdiran^t, 

9^1111 nbcr Wott bcfoljtcn ! 

Uujerc Sd)nl)c finb burd)getau 5 t 
Sir laufcu nuf nacftcu ©oI)Ictt. 

C^rriirfjtcr. Sou belli Sumpfc fomiiieii loir, 4375 

Soraiig loir crft cutftaiibcii; 

®od) finb loir g(cid) im 9 kil)cii Ijicr 
®ie glau^cnbeu ©atauteii. 

«tcrufcf)mnive. 9 (ug bcr $bl)C jd^ofi id) l^cr, 

^sm 0terii‘ nub 5vcucrfd)ciiie, 4380 

iiicge mill im ©raje qiier: 

Ser ()il{t mir auf bic Seine 
3 ?ic aurtfiiocii. riiiggf)ernin I 

So geljii bie ©ragd)cn iiieber; 

(SJciftcr foimiicn, Olcifter and), 4385 

Sie fiabeii ptuinpe ©liebcr. 

^Irctet nid)t fo maftig anf, 

Sic (^icpljantciifolber I 
llnb bcr ^iJJIninpft’ an biefem Sag 
Sei) ^ 4 ?ncf, ber Serbe, feibcr I 4390 

atuict. OUib bic licbenbc 9latur, 

@ab bcr @cifl eud^ Sliigct, 
golget incincr Icid)ten Spur, 

Sluf 511111 3 {ofcnbngeI ! 

Cv<|cftei; (piiUiissimu). SoIfcnSUg UUb Jlcbctflot 4395 
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accursed dilettanti ! Snout of fiy and nose of gnat, you 
are fine musicians ! 

The Adroit Ones. Sans souci —thit is the name of the 
host of merry ci'eatures ; there is no longer any walking 
upon feet, therefore we walk upon our heads. 

The Awkward Ones. In times past, we have sponged 
many a morsel, but now adieu ! Our shoes are danced 
through ; we run on bare soles. 

Will-o’-the-Wtsi‘S. We come from the swamp out of 
which wc first sprang ; yet here we arc at once, glitter- 
ing gallants, in the dance. 

8HOOTiN(i Star. From on high shot I hither in star-and- 
fi re-gleam ; I am now lying awry in the grass : who will 
help me up on my legs 1 

The Massive Ones, lioom, and room, and round-about ! 
So down go the grass-blades. Spirits are coming, but 
spirits as they are, they have clumsy limbs. 


Puck. Tread not so heavily, like elcphant-cfilvcs ! And 
the clumsiest on this day be Puck, the stout, himself. 

Ariel. If loving nature gave, if the spirit gave you 
wings, follow my light track up to the hill of roses ! 


Orchestra {pianissimo). Train of clouds and gauze of 



Krl^cttcn ftd^ Don oben. 
i!uft im iinub imb SOSinb tm 
Hub ift ^crftobcn. 


3:ruber S:ag. 

Setb. 

(Steiib I i 8 cv,^U)cifctub ! ©rbdrniUcfj auf ber ®rbc 
Iani]c bcrirvt unb mui (^cfauGeuI 9JliffctI)dteriu im 
STcrfcv ;,u cutfcjjlicfjen Quaku eingcf^jerrt, ba^ i)olbe, uu* 
jclic^c (^kfd)5pf I !!Oi-3 baljhi ! bot)in ! - SScrrdtt^eriirfjcr, 

nicl)t<«;?miirbi(icr Ok'ift, unb ba§ l^oft bn mir Der^eintlid)t ! — 
Stcti mir ! ftcl) ! 2 ^ 0(50 bic tcuf(i)d)cn 9 (ngen iitgrhn^ 
numb im Mopf Ijcrum ! 8 tel) unb tru^c mir burrf) bcinc 
nncvtrdglidjc (5)cgcnmart! ©efangen! unmieberbring^ 
(idjoii (5Icnb ! 23b]cn ©cijtcrn iibcrgcbcn nnb bcr rid^lcn= 
bcu gcfidiUofcn 9Jkmfd)()cit ! Hub mid) micgft bu iubcf? 
in nbgcidjmadtcn ^k'vftvcuungcn, Dcrbirgft mir U)ren 
mnd)icnbcn JJammcr unb Idffcft fic i)n(fIo§ Dcrberbcn ! 

@ic i[t bic cv)tc nidjt. 

;&nnb ! ol)fd)cutid)e§ llntbier ! — SBanble i^n, bu nn* 
cubUd)cr (^cift 1 manbic ben SSnvm micber in fcinc $unb§* 
gcftalt; toic cr fid) oft ndci^tlid)er SBeife gefict, oor mir 
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mist brighten from on high. Air in the leaves and 
wind in the reed, and all is scattered. 


Gloomy Day. A Plain. 

Faust. MEriiisTocuKT^Es. 

Faust. In misery ! Despairing! Having long wandered 
pitiably on the earth, and now imprisoned ! Shut up as 
a malefactor in a dungeon, a prey to terrible tortures, — 
the gracious, hapless creature ! U nto tliat it has come ! 
to that ! — Treacherous, worthless spirit, .'ind this thou 
hast concealed frotn me ! Stand, then stand ! Koll 
round the devilish eyes fiercely in thy head ! Stand, and 
la ave me with thy unbearable presence ! Ini})risoned I 
In irretrievable misery ! Delivered ovei‘ to evil spirits, 
and to condemning, unfeeling man ! And me meanwhile 
thou lullcst with absurd dissipations, conccalcst from me 
her growing wretchedne.ss, ami leavest hei* to perish 
hcli)lessly 1 


Mephlstopheles. She is not the first. 


Faust. Dog I abominable monster ! — turn him, thou In- 
finite Spirit ! turn the reptile again into his dog’s shape, 
in which he was often pleased by night to trot before 



^cr^utrotten, bent ^armlofcn SESanberer nor bie gufee 511 
foUcrn nub bent nteberftiirjcnbcn anf bie ©c^nltern 
25 5U I)dttQeu ! SGBanbr i^u toieber in feinc fitebtinQ^bitbiiug, 
bafe cr nor niir iiu @aub anf bent Saud^ friecijc, id& 
i()n mit 3uf3cu trcte, but SBcrtuorfnen ! — ! 5 )ie crftc uicbt ! 
— jammer! !gammcr! non fehter ffl^cnfctjeitfeele 511 faffen, 
bnfe nicljr (Sin 05 e|d[)opf in bie EJiefc biefe§ ©lenbe^ 
30 ncrfanf, bnf3 nid)t ba^ erfte ncnngtl)at fiir bie ©d;nib 

aCter tibritjcn, in feincr ininbenben Sobe^nod) nor ben 
Slntjen bc^^ cluicj ISevi^cibenbcn ! SQlir iuiiljlt e§ 9 }lor! nnb 
2ebcn bnrd), ba§ (idenb bicfer cin^igen; bn 9^* 

laffcn iibcr ba§ Sd)idfQt non Sanfenbcn f)in! 

9 Jnn finb tnir jdjon Inicbcr an ber ©rdn^e nnferg 
28 i{jc§, ba too end; SDIcnfd^en ber ©inn iibeiidjnapbt* SBarmn 
inad;ft bn ©emeinjd;aft ntit nn^, tuenn bn fie md)t bnrdj== 

fiibrcn fanuft? SBillft flicgcu nnb bift norm ©djininbcl 

40 nidjt fidjcv? SDranGcn tnir nn§ bir anf, ober bn bid) 

nn^J ? 

Tfdxt^t 

glctjdjc beinc GcfrdniGen 3 dt)ne mir nid)t fo cntGCGenI 
aJdr cfcit’d'l - ©rofjer, Ijcrrlid^er ©eift, ber bn mir 5n 
45 crfdjcinen mnibigtcft, ber bn mein fenneft nnb meinc 
©cclc, marnm an ben ©d^anbGeiellen mid) fd^mieben, 
ber fid) am ®d)abcn meibet nnb an ffierberben fid^ le^t? 

©nbigft bn ? 

so Sftttft. . 

Slettc ftcl ober inc^ bir! ®cn grdfetid^ften gtnd^ iiber 
^id^ anf 3«^^tt«Knbe I 
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me, to roll before the feet of the harmless wanderer, and 
hang upon his shoulders when he fell. Turn him again 
into his favourite form, that he may crouch before me 
on his belly in the sand, that I may tread him under foot, 
the reprobate ! — Not the first ! — Woo ! AVoe ! not to be 
conceived by any human soul, that more than one crea- 
ture should sink into the depth of this misery, — that the 
first did not atone, before the eyes of the hiver- pardoning, 
in its writhing death-agony, for the guilt of all the rest ! 
It harrows up my marrow and my life, — the misery of 
this single one : thou art grinning away calmly at the 
fate of thousands ! 

MErHiSTOPHKLES. Now we are already at our wits’ ends 
again, — there, whore the mind of you men snaps over. 
Why ciitcrcst thou into fellowship with us, if thou ciinst 
not carry it through 1 AVilt fiy, and art not secure 
against dizziness ? Did we force ourselves on thee, or 
thou thyself o?i us ? 

Faust. Show not thus thy ravenous teeth at me ! It fills 
me with loathing ! Great, glorious Spirit, thou who 
didst deign to appear to me, thou who knowest my heart 
and my soul, why fetter me to this base compani(jn, who 
feeds on mischief, and revels in destruction ? 

Mephistopheles. Hast done ? 

Faust. Save her, or woe to thee ! The fearfullest curse 
on thee for thousands of years ! 
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ifaitft 


Jsd) fnnn bie ®anbe be§ 9^dd^cr§ md)t lofcit, jeinc 
55 SRicgcI nidjt dffnen. - SRettc fid— SBcr \mx^, ber fie 
iu^ 58erbcrbcu ftiir^tc ? 3d) obcr bu ? 

(^auft blicft tvitt iintr;cr. ) 

(VJrcifft bu itad^ bem Conner? S33ol)I, bafe er end) 
eleitbcii ©terblic^cii uid)t gcgcbeii marbi ®eit luifd^ulbig 
60 entncouenbcn ^crfc^mcttcru, bag ift fo 2 i)rauncuart, 
fid^ in SScrteneid)citen Suft mac^cii. 

Satift. 

®ringc mid) ()in ! ©ic foH frei fei)n ! 

6s Hub bic (^3cfo()r, bcr bu bic^ augfc(jcft ? SBiffc, noc^ 
Iici*jt auf bcr ©tabt $8tutid)utb bon beiucr .^’Janb. Ueber beg 
Grfdjiacjcucu ©tdttc fd)U)cben rdd)eubc C^eiftcr uub (aueni 
nuf bcu miebcvfcljrcubeu Wbrbcr. 

7 o^Jiod) bag boil bir? 9)^orb uub 2ob ciner SBelt iiber 
bid) Uu^cl)cucr! 3ul)re mid) I)in, fag’ id), uub befrei’ 
fie! 

3d) ful)rc bief), uub mag id) ti)un !auu, ()6re! $abc 
75 id) adc !i)J2aci^t im ^^immet uub auf @rbcu ? ®eg 2:()urmcrg 
©iiiuc mid ic^ umucbclu; bcmiid)tige bid) ber ©d^Uiffet 
uub fut)re fie I)craug mit SJ^enfd^cnl^aub ! 3^^) tuud^e; 

bic fiub bereit, id^ eutfii^rc cud^. ®ag 

bermog id^. 


^ Suf uub babon I 
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Mepiiistophkles. I cannot loosen the avenger’s bonds, 
cannot undo his bolts. — Save her! — Who was it that 
plunged her into ruin ? I, or thou ? 

(P'aust looks wildly round.) 

Wilt thou grasp after the thunder 1 Well that it was 
not given to you miserable morbils ! To dash to pieces 
one who replies innocently, that is the tyrant’s way of 
relieving oneself in em])arrassmeiits. 

Faust. Take me thither ! Slie shall be free ! 

Mephistopheles. And the danger to which thou wilt ex- 
pose thyself ? Know, the guilt of blood, from thy hand, 
still lies upon the town. Avenging spirits hover over 
the j)laco of the slain, and lie in wait for the returning 
murderoi-. 

Faust. That, too, from thee ! Murder and death of a 
world upon thee, monster ! Conduct me thither, I say, 
and free her 

Mephistopheles. I will conduct thee; and what I can 
do, hear ! Have I all power in heaven and on earth % 
I will cloud the warder’s senses ; do thou possess thyself 
of the keys, and lead her forth with human hand ! 1 

will watch. The magic-horses are ready ; I will bear 
thee off. That is in my power. 


Faust. Up and away ! 
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^anft 


Dffcn 

^auft, ai^2c^Qlfto|if|eIe#, auf fc^marjcn 5pfcrben fco^erBvaufenb. 

;5rtitft. SBn§ iucOeu bic bovt urn ben SRabenftein ? 

SScifj nid^t, Jt)a§ fie fod^ett unb fd^affen. 4400 
©c^tuebcu auf, fd^iucbeit ah, ucigcit fid^, beugen fidi). 
einc ^ejen^uuft. 

;irtuft. Sie ftrcueu nub ujcifjcn. 

9>ic^ii)ifto^i)cUd. ®ovbciI Sorbet I 


terfer* 

gfdiift (mit eiiiem Sunb 0d;tiijfel unb eincr Sanibe, oor einem 
cifcrncu :T(;uvc(;cn). 

3 Wi(f) faf3t cin Idugft euttuo^ntcr ©c^aiier, 4405 

®cr 9 Jk’ufd(|()eit gauger 3f»Hnicr fafjt mid) on. 

.^icr U)oI)ut fie, l^inter biefer fcud)tcu SW^ouer, 

Hub ii)r Serbredficu mar ein gutcr SBa^n ! 

^u ^auberft, ^^u i()r 511 gel)cu ! 

®u furdE)tcft, fie mieber5uiet)cn ! 4410 

Sort I ®eiu ^bgert ben 3 ^ob I)eran. 

(Qr cr9Tcift t!a6 S(^(cf. (5^ fingt iinvcntuj.) 

SJleine ajlutter, bie ^«r’, 

®ie niii^ umgcbradjt bot ! 

3 Rein i! 3 otcv, ber ©dbeliit, 

Ser inicb geffen bat ! 441s 

SRein ©(bweftertein Hein 
$u6 ouf bie iBein’ 
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Night. Open Country. 

Fausi’, Mephistopiieles, mshiuf^ along on black horses. 

Faust. What are they doing yonder round the l^ven- 
stone 1 

Mephtstophkles. Don’t know what they are cooking and 
making. 

Faust. They ’re waving up, waving down, bending, stoop- 
ing. 

MEPlllSTOPirELKS. A witches’ guild. 

Faust. They strew and consecrate. * 

Mepuistopiteees. On! on! 


Dungeon. 

Faust (ivith a bimch of keys a?td a la?fip^ before a s?fiall iron 
door). A long unwontcxl shudder seizes me ; the whole 
wretchedness of mankind fastens on me. Here she 
dwells, behind these dam]) walls, and her crime was a 
good illusion I Thou delayest to go to her ! Thou 
fcarcst to see her again ! On I Thy .shriiiking draws 
death near. 

{He takes hold of the lock. Singing within . ) 

‘ My mother, the whore, who has killed me ! My father, 
the rogue, who has eaten me I My little sister laid the 
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44x8-4444 


einem fii^fen 0rt ; 

®a tuarb eiit fd^oncS SGSatbbogelein ; 
gliege fort, ftiegc fort I 4420 

(rtuffd)Iief;cnr). ©ic atjuet nid^t, bag ber ©eliebte laufcgt, 
!Dic ftYttcn ftirrcu I)6rt, ba^ ©tro^, ba§ raufd^t. (C^r tritt cin.) 
aJlfltflatcic (fid) auf belli \!ager ocvOergenb). 

SKel) ! SBcI) I ©ie fommetu Sittrcr Xob ! 
qfttuft (telfc). ©till! ©tiff! ^omme, bicg befrcicn. 
Wnrflcitctc (jlft; oor i()ii ()iuioaIjeiib). 

S 3 ift bii eiii Steufcf), fo fiitjfe meine 9 lot^ I 4425 

gfrtiift. 5 )ii joirft bie 58 d(^tcr au^ bent ©cglafc fcgrcien ! 

((?c fapt tic iletten, fic aufjufc^Uc^cn.) 

Wntflarctc (auf ben cflniceii). $3cr I}at bir |)cufer bicfc 3 Rad)t 
llebcr mid) gcgcbcn I 
3 )u Ijolft mid) fd)on urn SWittcrnad^t. 

(Srbarmc bid) imb (ng mid) Icbcn ! 4430 

3ft’^ morgen friil) uicgt ^citig gcuuug? 

( Bit flc^t auf.) 

iyin id) bod) nod) fo juug, fo jung I 
Hub foil fd)ou ftcrbeu ! 

©d)bu mnr id) and), uub basJ mar mein ajerberben. 

’'Jtal) mar ber greunb, nun ift er meit •, 4435 

^erriffen liegt ber Strang, bic 83 (umen ^erftreiit. 
gaffe mid) uid)t fo gemaltfam an ! 

©d)one mid) ! l)ab’ icg bir getgan V 
Sag mid) nid)t OergebenS f(el)en 1 
t{)ab’ id) bid) boci) mein’ Xage nid)t gcfel^en I 4440 

gfaiift. SBerb’ id) ben gammer nberftet)cn I 
»Utgarcte. bin mm gaii^ in bciner 3Kacgt. 

Sag mieg nnr erft baiJ ^tub nod; tronfen I 
geg ger^t' C18 bicfc gaujc ^Jlaigt *, 
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bones in a cool place. There I became a beautiful little 
woodbird : fly away, fly away 

Faust {unlocking). She divines not that her lover listens, 
hears the chains clank, the straw that rustics. {lie 
\€ filers.) 

Margaret {hiding herself on the pallet). Woo ! Woo ! 
they conic. Bitter death ! 

Faust {softly). ITush ! Hush ! I come to free thee. 

Mai{GAUKT {rolling herself before him). If you are a man, 
feel for ray distress ! 

Faust. Thou wilt cry the guard out of his sleep ! 

(/A.' aches the chains to unlock them. ) 

Maikjaret {on her knees). Who has given you, executioner, 
tin’s 2 )ower over me ? You come already for mo at mid- 
niglit. Be merciful, and let me live ! Is not to-niorrow 
morning soon enough ? {She stands up.) 

And I am still so young, so young ! and am to die already ! 
I was fair, too, and that Avas my undoi?ig ! My friend 
was near- he is far now. Tom lies the wreath, scattered 
the flowers. Seize me not so loughly ! »Sparo me ! 
\Vhat have I done to you 1 Let me not imjilore in vain ! 
W hy, I have not seen you before in my life ! 

Faust. Shall I outlive this misery % 

Margaret. I am now wholly in your power ; only let me 
first suckle the child! I pressed it to my heart this 
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^auft 


4445-4471 


©ic imljmeii niir’^, urn inic^ p frdnfen, 4445 

Unb focjeu min, id) tjdtt’ imicjcbrad^t 
Hub nicntal^ inerb’ id) toieber fro^. 

©ic fiugcn iiieber auf mid^ I (£^ ift bog oon ben Seuten ! 

©in atteg a)Mr)rd)en cnbicjt fo ; 

SBer (jcifjt fie’g beiitcu ? 4450 

;5nuft (iinrft fid) nicber). ©in Siebcnbcr liegt bir §n giifjen, 

®ic !5(iJiiineidncdjtfd)aft auf^njdjliefjen. 
ajirtrnrttctc (loivft fid) 311 U;m). 

0 (n6 nng fnien, bic .^cil’geu an^nrnfen ! 

©ielj ! nntcr biefen ©tufen, 

Unter ber ©d}loette 4455 

©icbet bic ^bllc ! 

®cr l5l3ufc, 

^JJiit fnrdjtbnreni ©riminc, 

^JJ^ad)t cin ©ctofe ! 

(laut). @retd)en! (yretd^cn! 4460 

'JBiacflrtrctc (aufmeiffam). ®ag luar beg greunbeg ©timmel 

(Sic |>vhujt auf; lie Jietten fallen at.) 

5 iJo ift erV ^d) bab’ ibn rnfen bbren. 

Sd) bin fvei ! SiJiiv fod 9 ticmanb locbren. 

'^In feinen .fintg null idj fUegen, 

5 (n feinem ^i^nfen liegcn ! 4465 

©r rief : (^rctdjcn I ©r ftanb anf ber ©d)lue(Ic ! 

!ilJJittcn bnrd)’g .'penten unb Stapbcu ber $olIc, 

®urd) ben griimnigeu, teufUfdjcu $obtt, 

©rfaunt' id) ben fiigen, ben liebcnben Son. 

^auft 3^bin’gl 4470 

^Ucflarete. ®u bift’g I O fag’ cg ttocb einmal ! 

(3^n faffent.) 

®r ift’g I @r ift’g I SBobin ift aUc Dual ? 



Dungeon 339 

whole night. They took it from me to vex me, and 
now say, I had killed it. And never again shall I he 
happy. They sing songs about me — it is wicked of the 
people ! An old tale ends so — who bids them apply it ? 


Faust {flings himself doivn\ A lover lies at tliy feet, to 
unloose the thraldom of thy woe. 


Maiuiaret (flings herself beside him). Oh let us kneel, to 
call upon the saints ! See under these .steps, under tin; 
threshold, hell is seething ! The Evil One, with fearful 
fury, is making a din I 

Faust (aloud). Gretchen ! Gretchen ! 

Maruaket (attentively). That was niy frieiurs voice ! 

{She springs up ; the chains fall off . ) 


Where is he ? I heard him call. I am free ! Nobody 
shall hinder me. I will Hy to his neck, lie on his 
bosom! He called ‘Gretchen!’ lie stood on the 
threshold. Through the midst of the howling and 
gnashing of hell, through the grim, devilish scotling, 
I knew the sweet, the loving tone again ! 

Faust. ’Tis I ! 

Margaret. ’Tis thou ! Oh say it once more ! (Clasping 
him.) ’Tis he ! ’Tis he ! Whither is all torment 'I 



SBoI)iu bie beg Scrferg ? bcr S'ettcn ? 

^5)u bift’g 1 ntic^ ju retten I 

bin (\evcttet ! — 

Scroll ift bie Strnfee iDicber ba, 
bci* idj bid) 511 m crftcumatc fal); 

Hub ber ^citerc (Marten, 

id) uiib ffliavttjc bciuer marten. 

(fortftrebenb). Sl^omin mit! iTomm miti 
a^uroavcte. 0 metle 

Soil’ id) bod) fo ^eru, mo bu meiteft. 

(eiebfofciit.) 

;$aiin. (Site! 

SBeun bu nid)t eitcft, 

SJcrbcu mir’g ttjcuer biificu miiffen. 
mavQdxeic. SSicV faiutft uid)t me^r fiiffeu ? 
9Jtciu Secuiib, fo fuv^ bon mir eutferut, 

Hub I)aft’g S^iiffeu bcricrut V 

tuirb mir an bcinem $atfc fo bang ? 
fonft bon beiueu SBortcn, bciuen ®liden 
Gin ganger .^immet mic^ ilberbrang, 

Hub bn mid) fiifdeft, aU modtcft bu midb erfticfen. 
ifiiffc mid) ! 

0onft fiiff id) bid) I 

(Sic unifa^t il^n.) 

0 tucl) ! beiuc Sippcu finb fatt, 

©iub ftumm. 

91^0 ift beiu ^iebcu 
Oeblieben ? 

9 Bcr broc^te mic^ brum ? 

(Sic toen^ct ft(^ von i^m.) 

8 mif» Slomml Sotjemirl Sieb^en, fofft SMut^l 
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Whither the anguish of the dungeon, — of the chains ? 
Tis thou ! Thou com^st to save me — I am saved ! — 
There, already, is again the street in which I saw thee 
for the first time, and the cheerful garden where I and 
Martha wait for thee. 


Faust (striving to leave). Come with me ! Come with me ! 


Margaret. Oh stjiy ! since I «am so fain to stay whore 
thou stayest ! (Fondling hhn.) 


Faust. Haste ! If thou dost not haste, wo shall have to 
pay for it dearly. 


Margaret. What I thou canst kiss lU) more % My friend, 
removed from me so short a time, and hast unloarjuid 
to kiss 1 ^^"hy do I feel so anxious on thy neck ? whcm, 

in other times, a whole heaven came over nui from thy 
words, thy looks ; and thou didst kiss me as though 
thou wouldst smother me ! — Kiss me ! else 1 will kiss 
thee ! (Sire embraces him.) Oh woe ! thy lips ani cold, 
are dumb ! Where is left thy love ? Who has robbed 
me*of it ? (She turns from him.) 


Faust. Come 1 Follow me ! Darling, take courage I I 
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4499-4527 


^auft 

bic^ mit taufeubfad^cu Olut^ ; 

5 Jhir fo(nc mir I btd^ nur bic§ I 4500 

aoinrflrttcte (jju i()m geiucnt'et). 

Hub Mft bu’^ benu ? Unb bift bu’g auci^ getm^ ? 

^diift. ^t’ommmit! 

spinranrctc. iiiarfjft bie geffcln 

JDicbcr mid) in beinen 3 d)Oo 6 . 

2 Bic fommt C!^, baft bu bi^ Dor mir nid)t fd)ciifty — 

Uitb iociftt bu bcmi, mein Srcuiib, men bu befreift? 4505 
;¥aiift. .ft'omm ! fomm ! @d)ou meieftt bte tiefe 9 lad)t. 
Wnrgnrcte. !j)Jieiuc ‘JJhitter ftab’ id) umgcbracftt, 

':)J{eiu Stiub ftab’ id) ertreinft. 

^^Bar uid)t bir unb mir gcid)cnft V 

^xx aud) - ^u bift’S 1 ieft gtnub’ e§ faum. 4510 

(^Hcb bciuc .^^aub ! ( 5 d> ift feiu Sraum ! 

Xciuc licbc .^)anb ! ^(d), aber fie ift fend)t I 

2 Bifd)C fic ab ! !iBic mid) bciud^t, 

Sft ®(ut brau. 

IHcfi (^)ott ! ftaft bu getftou ! 4515 

Stede beu Tegeu ciu, 

3 d) bitte bid) brum ! 

:Baft ba^ il^ergaugue uergaugeu fcl)u ! 

®u briugft mid) urn ! 

Wnrflrtucte. 'j)?oiu, bu luuftt iibrig bleibcu ! 4520 

3d) mid bir bie (%dbcr bejd)reibeu, 

3ur bie muftt bu jorgeu 
OHcid) morgen; 

®er 93 hittcr ben beften gebcu, 

^)Jlciucu 93 niber fogleieft bnrncbcn, 

3 J?id) eiii meuig bei Seif, 

9 fur nid^t gar :^u treit ! 


4525 
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will press thee to my heart, with thousandfold warmth — 
only follow me ! I beg of thee but this ! 

Margaret (turning to him). And is it thou, then ? And 
is it thou in very deed ? 

FAirsT. ’Tis 1 ! Come aloTig ! 

Mar(;ai{ET. Thou loosenest my fetters, t/ikcst mo again to 
thy bosom ! IIow comes it that tliou art not fearful of 
me ? — And know’st thou, then, my friend, whom thou 
art freeing ? 

Faust. Come ! Como ! The depth of night is already 
passing away. 

Margaret. I have killed my mother, 1 have drowned 
my child. Was it not bestowed on me and thee 1 On 
thee too — Tis thou ! I swirce believe it. Give me thy 
hand ! It is no dream ! Thy dear hand ! — Ah, but it 
is damp ! Wipe it off! Meseems that blood is on it. 
Ah God ! what hast thou done % Ihit up thy sword, 
I beg of thee 1 

Faust. Let the past ])e past 1 Thou wilt kill me ! 

Margaret. No, thou must stay behind ! I will describe 
the graves to thee; thou must sec to them the first 
thing to-morrow — must give my mother the best place — 
my brother close by ; me a little on one side, only not 
too far off ! And the little one on my right breast ! 
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4528-4557 


■ 

Unb baS fi'tcine niir an bic red^tc Sruft. 

5 Kicmanb tuirb {onft bei mir liegeu I — 

an bcinc @eite gu frf)micgen, 4530 

®a§ \mic ciu ciit {}ofte§ ©tiidf I 
5 lber tuiff mir nicl^t mc[)r (^ctingen ; 

W\x ift'sJ, nfo miifet’ id; mid} 511 bir smingcu; 

ftief^eft bu mid) Don bir ^uriicf ; 

Hub bod^ bift bn’^, unb blidfft io fiut, fromm. 4535 
3 u(}lft bn, baf3 id^ bin, fo fomm I 
sD'irtrntttctc. ®al}inau§? 

S^^eie. 

awrtrflrtrctc. 3 ft ba§ ®rab bran^', 

Saiiert bcr ®ob, fo fomm 1 

ajon f}ier in^ cmicjc 9 tn^ebett, 4540 

Unb mcitcr fcinen ©d}ritt — 

®n (3cl)ft nnn fort ! 0 .^^cinrid}, fount’ id) mit 1 
tiaiift. ®u fannft I ©0 molle uur I ®ic S(}iir ftc^t offcn. 
SJirtrnrtrctc. fort; fiir mid} ift md}t§ 311 l}offcn. 

r}ifft ca fliefjcn V fic laucrn bod} mir aiif. 4515 

ift fo cicnb, bcttelu 311 miiffcn, 

Unb nod} ba^u mit bofem ®emiffen I 
(SxJ ift fo cfcnb, in bcr Srembe fd}mcifcn, 

Unb fie mcrbcii mid} bod} crgrcifeu I 
3d} btcibe bei bir. 

fDtargcirctc. ®cfd}tt)inb I ®cfd}U)inb I 

SRctte bein avmc§ Stiub I 
Sort ! 3 ^oonT ben 55 >cg 
8(m S 3 ad} binanf, 

Ucbcr ben ©teg, 

3n ben 8Batb f}incin, 

SittK, mo bic ' 45 fonfc ftcl^t, 


4555 
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No one else will lie by me ! — To nestle to thy side, that 
was a sweet, a dear delight ! But I shall attain it no 
more ! I feel as if I must force myself on thee, as if 
thou wert thrusting me back from thee; and yet ’tis 
thou, and thou look’st so kind, so gentle ! 

Faust. If thou feokst that ’tis I, then come ! 

Margaret. Out there ? 

Faust. Into the free air ! 

Margaret. If the grave is without, if death lies in wait, — 
then come ! From here into the eternal resting-place, 
and not a step further ! — Thou art now going away 'I 
Oh Henry, could I but go with thee ! 

Faust. Thou canst ! Only will it ! The door stands 
open. 

MARGAiuyr. I dare not go out; for me there is nothing 
to hope. What avails it to fly 1 They will still lie in 
wait for me. It is so wretched to have to beg, and 
with an evil conscience too ! It is so wretched to 
wander in a foreign land ; and they will catch me 
after all ! 

Faust. I shall remain with thee. 

Margaret. Quick ! Quick ! Save thy poor child ! Away ! 
Keep the path up by the brook, over the bridge, into the 
wood, to the left, where the plank is — in the pond. Only 
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4558-4587 

2m Icid^. 

eg niir gleid^ ! 

@g miff fid) i)c6cn, 4560 

®g {\appclt iiod^ 1 

^Hette! rettc! 

®cfinuc bid) bod) ! 

3 ihir Sineii (3d)ritt, fo bift bu frei ! 
wurflarctc. ffidfcu tuir ttut bcu Scrg Oorbei ! 45^^5 

fi^t meinc SKutter auf ciucm ©tciii; 

(Sg fafet mic^ fatt bciiii ©d^obfe ! 

fifet meinc SOhitter auf cinem ©tein, 

Unb toadclt mit bem Sfobf^; 

@ie toiuft nic^t, fie nidt nid^t, ber Slobf ift ir)r fd^mer ; 4570 
®ic f^tief fo lange, fie toad^t ni^t mc^r. 

©ie fd)licf, bamlt iuir ung freuten. 

Gg lunrcii glucfnd)e Beitcii ! 

;jauft. .fpilft ()icv fein gle^en, fein ©ageit, 

©0 mag’ id)’g, bid) I)inmeg5Utragcu. 4575 

fflirtrflrttctc. ^aj5 mid) ! ‘iliein, id^ leibc feinc C^emalt ! 
gaffe mid^ nid^t fo morberifd) an ! 

©onft bab’ id) bir ja affeg 511 Sicb’ getI)on. 

; 5 auft. Dcr Xag grant ! Jdiebd^en 1 Siebd)ett ! 

^targavctc. Sag ! 3 a, eg mirb Sag ! ®er te^tc Sag bringt 
l)crein ; 4580 

SWein ,t)od)5cittag fofft’ eg fel)n ! 

©ag’ ^tiemnnb, baf? bu fd)on bei @retd)en marft. 

SSel^ meinent Stran,^c ! 

Gg ift ebcii gefebebu ! 

SBir merbeu nug micberfebu ; 

^Iber niebt beim San^c. 

Sic SKengc breiugt fidb, man bbrt fic nidbt. 


4585 
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seize it at once ! It wants to rise, it is struggling still ! 
Save it ! Save it ! 


Faust. Do collect thyself ! Only one step, and thou art 
free ! 


MAHciAUET. Were we but past the hill 1 'riierc sits my 
mother on a stone — something grasps me coldly by the 
hair ! — there sits my mother on a stone, and shakes her 
licad ; she beckons not, she nods not, her head is heavy ; 
she slept so long, she will wake no more. She slept, 
that we might enjoy ourselves. Those were happy 
times ! 

Fai:st. Since hero no prayer avails, — no speaking avails, — 
I shall risk bearing thee forth. 


MAiKiATiET. Let me go ! No, I will suffer no violence ! 
Grasp me not so murderously I In the past, thou 
know’st I have done everything to please thee. 


Faust. The day is dawning ! My love ! My love ! 


Maugauet. Day ! Yes, it is growing djiy ! the last day 
is breaking in ! My wedding-day it was to be ! Tell 
no one that thou hadst been with Gretchen already. 
Woe to my wreath ! It is all over now ! We shall 
meet again, but not at the dance. The crowd presses ; 
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4588-4612 


®er bic ©affen 
S) 5 nnctt fic nic^t faffcn. 

®tc ©lode ruft, ba§ ©tabd^cn brid^t. 4590 

28 ie fie mid) binben unb paden ! 

3um Slutftii^t bin id) fd^on entriidt. 

©d^ou 5udt nad^ jcbcm S^aden 
^ie @d)drfe, bie nad) mcinem j^iidt. 

©tiniim liecjt bic SOSett mic ba§ ©rab ! 4595 

0 mdr’ id^ nic geboren ! 

(crfd;eint braubeii). ^nf ! ober il^r fcl)b 

ncrloreit. 

Unnii^e^ ^laitbcrn 1 

3 )^ciitc ^ 45 fcrbc fd)aubern, 

®cr S^orgen bdmmert auf» 4600 

ajjrtrflrttctc. SBag ftcigt au§ bem ®obcn l^eronf y 
^cr ! ber ! 6d)id’ i!^n fort ! 

2Ba§ loin ber an bem l)eiligen Ort ? 

6r toil! mid) ! 

Srtitft. fodft teben ! 4^^4 

mav^axcic. ©cric^t @ottc§ ! ®ir ()ab’ id^ mid) iibergeben I 
(ju grtuft). Stomm I fomm! ^d) (affc bid) 
mit it)r im @tid^. 

9 )tavflnvctc. Xciu bin id), ®atcr 1 9 ktte mid^ ! 

Sbr Snget, i^r I)ci(igen ©ebaoren, 
iiagert eneb nmber, mid) 50 beioabrcn ! 

.t)cinrid) 1 W\x grant’s Oor bir. 4610 

!ane 9 >^iftoV<)cic<^- ©ie ift gcridbtet 1 
9 >timmc (iHMi oben). 3 ft gerettet I 

a»e)>ii^ifto|)^eUd (^n gaiijt). $er 30 mir I 

(sOerfe^toinW mit ffaufl.) 

QfHmitie (oQit iitiun, oerbadenb). ^einrlcb I $einrid^ 1 
@nbe. 
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it is not heard. The square, the streets, cannot hold 
them. The bell tolls, the staft‘ breaks. How they bind 
and seize me ! I am already tjiken away to the blood- 
seat. Already quivers for every neck the edge which 
(juivers for mine. Dumb lies the world as the grave ! 

Faust. Oh, had 1 ne’er been born ! 

Mepiiistophkles {^appears 7vithout\ Up ! or you are lost. 
Useless hesitation, loitering, and babbling ! My horses 
shudder, the morning dawns. 

Maikjauet. What rises up from the iloor 'i Ho ! He ! 
Send him away ! What wants he at this holy place 1 
He wants me ! 

Faust. Thou shalt live ! 

Maikiauet. Judgment of Ood ! I have given myself up 
to thee ! 

MEricisTopjiEf.ES Faust). Come ! Come ! 1 will leave 

you in the lurch with her. 

Makuaret. Thine am I, Father ! >Save me ! Ye angels 
ye holy hosts, range yourselves round a])out to guard 
me ! Henry, I shudder at thee ! 

Mephistopheles. She is judged ! 

Voice (/rcfm above). Is saved ! 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). Hither to me ! 

{ Vanishes with Faust.) 

Voice (from within, dying away). Henry ! Henry ! 


THE END. 





NOTES 

Page 2 . 

I. The Dciliccitioii was not written earlier than 1707, when 
Ooethe was forty -eight years old ; twenty-four years after the com- 
position of the first scenes of the work, and seven years after the 
publication of the Fragment of the First Part of Faust. 

8. Sanders, in his Wortcrimrh delines the verb in 

connexion with this passage, — to surround or llojit round, like an 
atmosphere in motion. Among the .senses of ivlttctlb he gives,— 
fpuren laffcn; wajrnc^mhar W tegen; citing line 

3919. For another instance of untlDlttcm, see 1. 490. 

II. |)albi>erflungncn : lit. ‘ half-died away like music. 

13. SBicbcrbolt; lit. ‘repeats’. 

15, 16. (Joethe had lost his sister Cornelia, and his friends Merck, 
Lcn/, Cotter, and Basedow; while Klopstock, Lavater, and the 
twa) Stolbergs were estranged. Jacobi, Klinger, and Kestrier were 
separated from him by the circumstances of their lives. — Bayard 
Taylor. 

21. ?ict>. This reading, says Strchlke, introduced by Kiemer, 
and retained in many editions, may be reganled as finally rejected 
in favour of ‘ sorrow.’ But Sclss, Turner and Morshead, and 
Pradez adhere to Sieb; whieh certainly seems more congnious with 
ibr 35eifaU in the next line. Buchheim and Sabatier adopt Seib. 

Page 8. 

66. (ErpfU'tjci) liere-^l>urcb bejuten unb fbrbern.— Strehlkc. 
The word seems peculiar to Goethe. 

68. 3 SorgclaUt. ‘Whispered’. — H. Lit. ‘ stammered out ’. ‘Que 
b6gayent lea levres en tremblant’. — Sabatier. 

71. ‘Ages’.— H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. The 

meaning is Often, not till after years of successive improvements, 
does a poem arrive at perfect form. — Pradez. 
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Page 10. 

^^ 9 . genU3 gefcfieSen : lit. ‘ let enough happen 


Page 12. 

122. ( 5 l!d). Ktljioal dative. ‘The dative of the i)crsonal pro- 
noun of the fir.st an<l second persons is sonietiines used to denote in 
11 familiar manner an interest or participation of feeling on the part 
of the person speaking or spoken to ’. — Auq'h (t( nnan (>)'(/ mniar. 
So ill Latin : ‘'I’lie datives wnVi/, etc., are used with a sense 

of special limitation to a particular person to express the aspect 
under which the act presents itself to his mind ; as quid mihi 
ftijit? “What do I llnd Celsus doing?’’ hac rohis iUoruui }nr 
hidnum mi/if “tliis you see, W’as tlieir military service for 
two days ”. Such a <lative is called Jfafints Afhinis.'’ — Donaldson’s 
Latin (Grammar. So in old colloipiial Mnglish : ‘ He steps ims to 
her trencher and steaks her capon’s leg ’. — Ttro (i( vflvm<n of V(roiia. 
Launee may here be supposed to glance at his own feelings on 
witnessing the theft. Often it is untranslatable, being merely a 
token of familiarity. 

141* /Draws Turner and Morshead, as 

in text. 

144. Un^atmon’fcf^C. ‘Confused’. — H. Hayard Taylor, as in 

text. 


Page 14. 

148, 149. Turner and Morshead render the lines, — ‘Who sum- 
mons the individual unity to the general consecration, in which it 
beats in sublime harmony ?’ and add : — ‘ It is easier to feel the meail- 
ing of this passage than to translate it. The poet is claiming for 
himself the special function at once of bringing harmony out of the 
seeming discords of Nature, and of infusing life into her apparently 
monotonous seipicnce, hlC flic^cnt) tUtmcr ^(ctC^C 3?ci|?C of created 
beings, >vhich is irrepressibly and eternally self-renewing ’. 

150, 151. 

‘ Who links our passions with the tempest s glooms. 

Oar solemn thoughts with twilight’s roseate red ? ’ 

Martin. 
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Page i6. 

180. 9{CC^. ‘As yet’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text'. 

181. ©t^ttjung: lit. ‘swing’. 

183. (Sin SGSerbenbcr : lit. ‘one who is becoming ’. Sec notes to 
11. 346, 789. 

Page 18. 

218. ©lintmunci: lit. ‘mood’. 

224. !I}?ir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 1*22. 

Page 20. 

255. giulTen. ‘Waves’. —H. Strehlke gives as an e(iiiivalent, 
©trontunflCn. At any rate, the sea foaming against a rock does not 
take the form of waves. 


^ Page 24. 

317. See line 1759 for the complement to this thought. 

Page 26. 

346. Sffiertenbe : lit. ‘the Becoming*: /.c. that which is 

either becoming something out of nothing (as by divine fiat), or 
becoming something out of something else— taking new form (as in 
the eternal flux of ileracHtus). Cf. M. 183, 789. Hayward repoi ts 
an interesting paraphra.se of thi.s passage by Carlyle, which con- 
cludes thus ; — ‘ But ye, the genuine sons of Heaven, joy ye in the 
living fulness of the beautiful’ (not of the logical, practical, con- 
tradictory, wherein man toils imjnisoned) ; ‘ let Being (or Ex- 

istence) which is everywhere a glorious birth into higher Being, as 
it for ever works and lives, encircle you with the soft ties of Love ; 
and whatsoever wavers in the doubtful empire of appearance ’ (as 
all earthly things do), ‘ that do ye by enduring thought make firm’. 
Thus would SSerbenbe, the thing that is a being, mean 

no less than the universe (the visible universe) itself; and I 
paraphrase it by ‘ Existence which is everywhere a birth into liigher 
Existence’ (or in some such way), and make a comfortable sense 
enough out of that quatrain. 


Page 28. 


350. iDet Sllte. Hayward’s rendering has been adopted in the 
text, but Bayard Taylor and others translate the phrase simply 

Z 



as ‘ the Old One Whichever epithet may be preferred, there is 
no disguising the fact that Mephistopheles often blaspliemes, or 
that both ho and liis familiars dabble at times in obscenity, not to 
say filth. Of course all this makes the book unfit reading for girls. 
But for mature minds it is enough to know that, apart from the 
splendour of tlie poem, there is in Fau.st a manifold teaching 
which men cannot afford to lose, and which these devilries do not 
touch. 

Page 30. 

361. ©c^>0n an bic jc()en ‘ Nearly ten years — II. ‘ 'I’heso 

ten years long’. — Bayaid Taylor. 

370. !Dafur. ‘For tliis very reason’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 32. 

385. 3:bn « . • framcn- frame. This use of tbuii, thougli it still 
continues among the uncducatc<l classes, is obsolescent, and re- 
sembles the old us(5 of ‘ do ’, or ‘ did ’, before English verbs. Cf. 11. 
‘2781, ,‘1578. 

397. Lit, ‘ Bathe myself sound in thy dew 

399. SWailCrlOC^. Tlie first sense given by Sanders is ‘ hole-in t he 
wall’; the second, which he illustratus by this line, is a ‘dark, 
narrow prison, or room ’. 

Bage 34. 

415. Da ®ott Die 37Ienfi$cn fc^itf ^inein. ‘For which God made 
man — H. Turner and Morshead, as in text. 

420. ^loflrabamui^, the French astrologer, lived 150.3-1506. 
Faust, according to tradition, was carried off by the devil about 
1525. 

424, 425. Lit. ‘Then the .soul's strength will rise up to thee, as 
one spirit speaks to another spirit JSelss, as in text. 

Page 36. 

437. 3 )lit 0«^rimitiiibonem 3 :ricb. ‘ By a mystical intuition H. 
Turner and Morshead, as in text. 

443-446 are not found in Nostradamus. 

Page 38. 

473. ‘A cold shuddering flickers down’. — H. ‘There falls a 
horror from the vaulted roof'. — Bayard 'I’aylor. 

‘ II vieiit un souftle de terreur d'eu haut ’. — Sabatier. 
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Page 40. 

496. Son mcincm §ait(|> umioittcrt. ‘ At the bare perception of 
ray breath’. — H. ‘Under the mere fanning of my breath’. — 
Turner and Morshead. See note to 1. 8. 

498. SOSeggefriinimter. From loegfriimmcn, ‘ to remove by l)ond- 
ing’; here used in a reflective sense -feer SBlirm |>at fid; toeflflf- 
frummt.— Strehlke. 

503. SBei^e was substituted bytJoethc in the fourth edition for 
tOcOc. Sabatier’s text has here been altered accordingly. 

509. Had (Joethc seen the following passage which he lias so 
vastly transcended? -‘And the most ancient word of the living 
(tod is clotlied wdth the world as with a. garment, for it has put on 
earth, and water, and air, and fire, and the things which proceed 
from the four elements ’. — Philo, y>e /V0//0/. xx. (tr. Yonge). Cf. 
Psalm cii. 26. 


Page 42. 

518. ^antUtuO : a combination of student and servant. 

539- ^raut: lit. ‘brew’, 

540, 541. ‘ And fan your ash-licaps into flame’. — Swanwiek. 

Page 44. 

544. Lit. * You will never bring heart to hearts ’. 

548. The use of the third person singular for ‘ you ’ is expressive 
of superiority, or impatience, on the part of the speaker. Cf. 11. 
2304, 2361, 2634, .3039, 3265, .3297. 

555. ‘Ye crisp the shreds of humanity H. ©djni^cllicre — 
shreds of paper twisted up to embellish lapcM s, or dressed meats. — 
Diintzer. Strehlke agrees with Diinlzer in regarding it as inobable 
that ben 3)?enfc^en is in the dative case. 

Page 46. 

581. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

583. nnb 0faafi^action: the name given to certain heroic 

and historical puppet-plays, from which all matters of living interest 
were excluded. Gottsched’s criticism drove these tasteless and 
stiltetl productions from North Germany. 

589. Lit. ‘ Who dares call the child by the right name ? ’ Pro- 
verb. 



Page 48. 

607. ( 5 )eifterfufle mict> umoab. ‘All around me teemed with 
spirits’. —H. As Sabatier points out, the plural ©ciflet, necessary 
in order to com])inc it with need not therefore carry a plural 

sense ; and here it is the Earth Spirit alone who has encountered 
Faust. Bayard '^Faylor translates ; 

‘ the flow, 

Around me lien;, of spirit-presence fullest 

613. ‘ That I should feel like a dwarf’. — H. 

So giant-like the vision seemeil, so vast, 

I felt myself shrink dwarfed as I surveyed ’.—Swanwick. 

621. is often used with dilFcrcnt shades of meaning, 

which must bo gathere<l from the context. (T. 11. 773, 1180, 3494, 
3793. Sometimes, as in the Seijond Part of Fand (Act 4), the 
woi‘<l is applit'd to an inanimate object, with the sense of ‘ominous’ 
or ‘ sinister ' : 

Der |)on3ont bat ficb Derbunfelt 
9 tur bie unb ba bebeutenb funfelt 
(Sin totter abnung^tjofler ©ebein. 

Page 50. 

645* ‘Vague’. -H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

650, 651. ‘ We dread the blow's we never feel, 

And what w’e never lose is yet by us lamented 

Bayard Taylor, 


Page 52. 

666. Scid^ten. ‘Bright’. — H. This epithet (not litbtcn) is used, 
as Bayard Taylor remarks, antithetically to fcblbCt, ‘heavy’. 

669. ‘Bows’. -~H. Schrder (cited by Strehlke) defines 

the word as a ‘ stirrup-shaped handle’. 

67S. 9lo(Ie. ‘ The pulley w ith which he raised or low'ered his 
lamp'. — ’rurner and Alorshead. So also Diintzer, Sabatier and 
Selss. But against this interpretation are Strehlke, Schrder, 
Hayward, and Pradez, who remarks that it is more natural to 
descant on the antiquity of a parchment than on that of a pulley. 

682, 6S5. The language here is condensed, but may perhaps be 
prosaically e.\pandod as follows : — What thou hast inherited from 
tliy sires, earn it by use, in order truly to possess it. As Bayard 
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Taylor translates, — ‘ Earn it anew, to really possess it What one 
does not use is a heavy burden. It is not the permanent ownership 
of thy goods, but only the occasions for iisiiig them, brought by the 
passing moment, which can be so turne<l to account as to make thee 
truly possess them. On the other hand, Turner and Morsliead take 
line 680 to mean : — There must be active eftbi t of some sort to en- 
able us to use anytliing profitably. 

689. UntWe^t: lit. ‘ breathes around 

Page 58. 

760. Ucbfnbc. ‘ Chastening '. -H, Turner and Morshcad, as in 
text. 

773* 5(^nun0^i)Ott. See note to 1. (>*21. 

Page 60. 

787. Sfhenb ©r^ahene : lit. ‘livingly su) dime One’ ,• (fheilb being 
used as an adverb, and as a substantive. 

789, 790 arc thus expanded by Bayard Taylor: - ‘The bliss of 
being born into the liiglna' life to which He has ascended is scarcely 
less than the joy of the Divine creative activity ’. As to the word 
Serbeluft, ef. 11. 188, 84fi. 


Page 62. 

804. ^rebigcnb is here used adverbially, like and blUbfr- 

which precede it. 


Page 64. 

S32. 2D?ir. Ethical dative. *See note to line 122. 


Page 66. 

856. Seiern. ‘Sing’. — H. TheCerman word, which may mean 
either playing on a hurdy-gurdy, or .singing in monotonous, drawl- 
ing tone, is given the former sense, in connexion with this pas.sage, 
by Strehlke, and by Heyiie in Grimm’s Woriarhuch. But even if 
the other meaning is preferred, the right equivalent can hardly be 
‘sing’. Some humbler word — say ‘drone’ — should be chosen, un- 
less the poor Beggar is to Ik; deprived of the credit due to his 
modesty. 
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Page 68. 

884. ©lltflfn. ‘Towuh’. H. Bayard Taylor, as ill text. 

892. SBcrben is here used in its double sense of ‘enlisting’ and 
‘ wooing’. — Turnei* and Morshcad. 

912. S 3 (fbling. ‘Production’. — H. Sabatier points out that the 
word here means the process of taking form : — 

‘Tout se transforme, germe, s’agite’; 
or, as Bayard Taylor puts it : — 

‘ Everywhere form in development moveth ’. 


Page 70. 

936. 2 lnbltnfcn. ‘Glance’. — H. Sanders explains the word, in 
connexion with this passage, as blinfenb an(lraf)ten. 


Page 74. 

989. t lit. ‘encloses*. 


Page 78. 

1034. iDuuflcr. Three diflcrent senses liave been assigned to tliis 
epithet: — ‘mystical’, by Diintzer, and by Turner and Morshcad; 
‘sombre’, by Swanwick, and by Bayard Taylor ; ‘oliscure’ — i.c. in 
position -by Hayward, Sabatier and others. The last rendering 
seems best to suit the context. 

1039. I^ic febtuarjf the popular name for an alchemist’s 

laboratory. ‘ Adepts ’ (from cw/t/nsa) — those who have attained — 
is the name they gave themselves, to denote either that they had 
arrived at truth, or, at any rate, were initiated in the science w hich 
led to it. — Sabatier. 

1041. SfiSlDrigc: lit. ‘the antagonistic’. The rendering in 
the text is the ordinary one ; but Selss translates the phrase — ‘ the 
unpalatable medicine ’. As to the rest of the jiassage Bayanl 
Taylor observes that, in the jargon of alchemy, the Red Lion 
was cinnabar, —called a bold wooer, on account of the rapid action 
of mercury in amalgamating with other metals. The Lily w’as a 
preparation of antimony {lilium Paracehi), The alembic contain- 
ing these substances was placed in a tepid bath, and gradually 
heated, then w'as ‘ tormented with open dame ’ till their wedded 
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fumes were driven from one ‘ briilal chamber ’ to iinothcr ; tluit is, 
from the alembic into a glass retort. If ‘ the young Queen ’ — ?.r. 
the sublimated compound — then appeared with a brilliant colour 
(ruby or royal purple being most esteemed) ‘ this was the medicine 

Page 8o. 

1066. 8rau(^te: lit. ‘would use’; imperfect subjunctive. 

1072. SRiidt, ‘Bonds’. — H. 

1089. Sntefifen. ‘But’.— H. 

Page 82. 

1098. glatjcn. ‘Marsh’. — Jl. Bayard Taylor, as in le.\'t. 

1 1 16. ©ufl. ‘Mist’. — H. Diintzer, as in text. 

1 1 17. $0^Ct 2l^ncn. Beings related to man, of whose spirit he 
partakes ; not departed souls. — Diintzer. 

Page 84. 

1124, 1 125. Lit. ‘ With me it should not be saleable etc. 


Page 88. 

1180. 2lf>nungiJi)0Ucm. See note to 1. G‘2!. 

Page 90. 

1221. (Jilttnaf. ‘For once’. — 11. Lebalm, as in text; referring 
to a similar use of the word in 1. .‘1179. 

1224. Bayard Taylor points out that, in Widmann’s VtrilahU 
History of Dr. Faust, ^lephistopheles speeilies the writings of St. 
John among those portions of the Bible whieli Faust is to avoid. 
His attempt, therefore, to translate tlie first verse of tlie Fourth 
Gospel agitates the poodle, and servc?s to hasten his transforma- 
tion. 

Page 92. 

1258. Ciancula Salonwnis: a book of magical formulas, written 
originally in Hebrew, and ascribed to Solomon ; of which a German 
edition appeared in 1689. — Sabatier. 



Page 94. 

1273-76. The .spirits of the four elements : fire, water, air, earth. 
— Diintzer. 


Page 96. 

1290. Diintzer opines tliat the substitution here of the Incubus, 
or house-spirit, for tlie Cobold, the spirit of the inner earth, is for 
the sake of the rhyme. 


Page 98. 

1334. licelzcbub, Abaddon, Satan. 

Page 102. 

U9S* ‘0rub, y)erhaps from the same root as Druid, 

is tlie old (lermau for wizard. A pentagram is formed by pro- 
ducing each side of a regular pentagon till they intersect. Its 
special cilieieney lay in the fact that it consi.sts of three triangles, 
and is .so a triple symbol of the Trinity'. — Turner and Morshead. 
Sabatier a<blH that it passed in the old (ierinan mythology for the 
imprint of the swan-footed ‘Nornes', and of the good ‘Droudes’. 
After the introduction of ( -hristianity, these were regarded as evil 
spirits ; and the ])entn grain, with the cross, became the sign traced 
on tlie door, or thre.shold, of a house, to preserve the inmates from 
their visits. 

139S. S3annt. ‘Uepels’. — H. Sanders defines the word in con- 
nexion with this passage, — to bind by spell or irresistible force, 
to deprive of free motion, to fetter, to hold fast. (T. 11. 1,‘JIO, l,')2‘2. 


Page io6. 

1 444. Q) efii Id . ‘ Feeling.*^ - H . ‘ The nerves of touch ’. —Bayard 
Taylor. 

1459-61. 0(bh>anfenbC the swaying of the angels down- 

wards ; fe^nenbe 91 eigun{J, their longing for the earth. — Diintzer. 
In this lullaby, everything is left jmrposely dreamy; the sense 
being subordinate to the sound. — Turner and Morshead. 
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Page 1 12. 

1521. -Rommft . . . (>erttor(jeJu)>ft itommen, used with a verb 
of movement, requires the latter to be in the past participle, though 
the sense is that, of the present participle. Sec note to first stage 
direction, page 1 8*2, 

1522. i^anntf. ‘Repelled’. — H. ‘ Marrete Sabatier. ‘Holds 
me bound’. — Swanwick. Cf. 11. 1310, 1398. 


Page 1 14. 

1563. ‘ In anguish ’. H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1565. . . . fc^recfen. ‘Harrow me up’. — H. ‘Fray me*. 

— Bayard Taylor. 


Page 1 16. 

1586. ^nffang carries with it here something of the sense of the 
verb from which it is derived, anfUngen, ‘to heijm to sound’; as 
when an instrument is first touched. 

Page 118. 

1607 — 1626. Pra<lez remarks that the Spirits here arc not indulg- 
ing in irony — which would only have exa.sperated Faust — but are 
])laying the part of friendly monitors, unh llfpclll Wcnn fic 

lugen (line 114l). 

1610. Sl^dc^tigcr. ‘Violent’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 
Cf. 1. 1017. 


Page 120. 

1652. Urn ftJlKen : lit. ‘for the sake of (iod ’. 

Page 122. 

1671. 0 inne. ‘ Mood’.— H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1679. O^nc Slafl. ‘Volatile’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1687. ‘ Still you may, if you will, show me this fruit of yours 
which rots before one has time to pluck it, and your trees which 
fade .so fast that they need fresh leaves every day ’. — I’urner and 
Morshead. Loeper, in his second edition of the drama (1879), 
places a note of interrogation after each clause of the passage, from 
1. 1678 to 1. 1685. 



Page 124. 

1698. Slop! From the French ‘tope!’ Cf. 1. 3634. ©djtag duf 
©c^Ia^: lit. ‘blow on blow’ J^anbfc^Iag oegen ^anbfc^lag ; as 
when, in token of mutual fidelity to a compact between two per- 
sons, each strikes his hand in that of the other. 

1700. SSerWeile boc^! ‘Stay!’ — H. But what becomes of the 

b0(^>? 

1710. SGSie i(^ be^am: lit. ‘as I continue’. 

1712. ^OCtOrfebmau^. ‘Among the suppressed portions of the 
tragedy, rme scene referred to a Doctor’s dinner, at which Mephi- 
stopheles acted as waiter to Faust.’ — Selss. 

Page 126. 

1752. Unburebbrungen : lit. ‘impenetrated’. 

Page 128. 

1759. See note to 1. 317. 

1764. ^ir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

Page 130. 

1802. The Microcosm was the term applied by Faracelsus and 
other mystical writers to the W'orld of Man, as distinguished from 
the Universe, or Macrocosm. — Turner and Morshead. 

iSli. .J)Crbci{|Crofft : lit. ‘ snatched together 

Page 134. 

1862. !Kir. Ethical dative. Sec note to 1. 122. 

Page 136. 

1903. Mephistopheles bids the Student not to allow himself to be 
‘diverted’ — i,e. from study. The latter understands this as a 
warning again.st nmusement ; jcrflreuen having the same double 
meaning of ‘ distracting ' and ‘ amusing ’ as its English equivalent. 

Page 138. 

19 1 1. Collegium Logicuin : a course of logic. 

1913. 0paiufcbf 0tiefeln: instruments of torture which com- 
pressed the calf of the leg. Something of the same sort is called 
the ‘ Scotch boot ’ in Old Moriaiityj cli. xxvii. 

1917. : a verb coined by Goethe from 
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Page 140. 

1940. Eiicheiresin Naturae. Taking the secondary sense of the 
Greek word — ‘a mode of treatment’ — the phrase might mean the 
treatment of natural objects by man. But it is clear both from 
the context and from a letter to Wackenroder, in 1832, quoted by 
Bayard Taylor, that Goethe here adverts to the operations of 
Nature considered as agent. * We willingly allow to Nature *, he 
writes, ‘her secret Encheiresl'^^ whereby she creates and sustains 
life’. 

1962. ©(^rcibcrt^ : lit. ‘writing’. 

Page 142. 

1968. Ethical dative. Sec note to 1. 1‘22. 

1974-79. ‘ This denunciation of Law seems to resolve itself into 
an anathema upon the “dead hand”, or intrusion of the wishes 
and provisions of our predecessors into social and political aliairs. 
“ Woe on thee that thou art a grandchild ! ” is a compendious state- 
ment of the case ’.—Turner and Morshead. 

Page 144. 

2cx)4. fraftig Sortctien : lit. ‘ a strong little word 

Page 146. 

2028. Unterm ‘J)Ut : lit. ‘ under the hat 

2029. 2;itel : lit. ‘title’. 

2030. Lit. ‘ That your art surpasses many arts ’. 

2035. @cblanfe |)ufte. The collocation of fc^fanfc with f)ufte 
seems to have troubled the translators. Bayard Taylor boldly 
substitutes the epithet ‘ swelling ’ ; Hayward, ‘ tapering ’ ; whilst 
Swanwick cuts the knot by rendering ‘ waist But may not 

Goethe have merely meant to suggest that the hip was made artifi- 
cially slim by the tight lacing referred to in the next line? 

Page 148. 

2053. Faust is shown the ‘ little world ’ in tlie First Part of the 
drama, and the ‘ great world ’ in the Second Part. — Pradez. 

2054. 2)urc^)f(t>marufen. ‘Revel’. --H. ‘ Lipi)er —Sabatier. 

‘ 0(bmarilf en is to sponge, to live like a parasite. Faust will 
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sponge upon Mephistophcles for his enjoyment ; i.e. he will be pro- 
vided for it without any effort of his own — Turner and Morshead. 

2067. ©d;ritt. ‘Trip*. — H. ‘Pas’. — Sabatier. 

Page 152. 

209<S. 'Jiapfl/ ‘ a Pope is a student’s slang term for the chairman 
of a drinking party. 

P«ge IS4- 

2132 Scibe. ‘Body*. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 156. 

2147. auf bctlt lenten Sotb t lit. ‘ pipes on the Inst hole A 

proverbial allusion to the holes in a wind instrument. — Grimm’s 
Wdrterhw'h. 


Page 158. 

2174. 53 et ciuem bOUen ‘ In the drinking of a bumper’. 

— H. ‘ I ’ll set them first to drinking ’. — Bayard Taylor. 

2175, 2176. ’J’o ‘draw the worms out of a man’s nose’ is proverbial 
for drawing out of him his secrets : ~ ‘ tirer les vers du nez a 
(luclqu’un ’. —Strchlke. 

2184. Loeper, in his second edition, places a note of interrogation 
after so as to make the sense here, — ‘ What ! does the fellow 
limp? ’ 

2190. Hans Arsch von Rippach was a nickname given by Leipzig 
students to a raw bumpkin ; Rippach being the last post town 
between Weiszonfels and Leipzig. — Dhntzer. ‘Hans’ is used in 
Germany much as ‘Jack’ is used among ourselves in such words as 
‘Jack Pudding’, ‘ .fack-an-apes etc. See 11 . 2028 , 27 ‘ 27 . 

Page 166. 

22S6. Understand ^iebt after ?)0l3. 

2293. jtamiibalifcb wobi : an emphatic phrase, apparently coined 
by Goethe, which has passed into popular use. The epithet is used 
by Schiller and Lessing. 

2294. The phrase fautVObt ffin, to express the highest degree of 
physical enjoyment, has been used by Hegel himself {jExthetiCt iii. 
500 ). — Loeper. The vulgar French saying ‘contents comme cochons’ 
corresponds to it exactly.— Sabatier. We have our English equi- 
valent in * pleased as pigs ’. 



Notes 


366 


Page x68. 

2304-6. See note to 1. 548. 

2312. SBogcIftCI. The word is derived from tlie legal* formula 
which declares an outlaw’s body and llesh to be given up to the 
beasts of the field and the /bte/v of the air. — Strchlke. 

Page 172. 

2336. : eollo(iuial for So, in the Second Part of 

the drama, Faust asks of the Sphinxes: 5)al ciu^ bfX euvfn 
Helena gefet^enV’— Strchlke. 

St(i<je-direction. 3)?ecrfatcr (male), and SWecrIafC (female) : the 
long-tailed monkey called C(r('ojiitltcni>*, — Lucas. 

Page 174. 

2358. Philippians ii. (>. 

2369. Turner and Morshcad remark that to build bridges in 
difficult places was a familiar task for evil spirits, and cite from 
the Second Part, Act 4 : — 

SBanbrer an feiner ©lauhendfruefe 
3um 2:eufefifein, jur 2:cufe(fJbrucff, 

Footbridges over precipices are regar<led as haunted, and as the 
work of the devil. — Selss. 

Page 176. 

2384. ©cjwarnten is here used in its double sense of ‘ wandering ’ 
and ‘rioting’. — 10 . ‘What time takes she for dissipating ? 
Bayard Taylor. 

2387. Sfbfiefc^madt. ‘ Disgusting H. ‘ Je n’ai jamais rien vu, 
moi, d’aussi plat’. -Sabatier. Cf. 11. 2534, 3372, and (in $tuber 
Xag scene) 1. 15. 

Page 180. 

2439* ‘Innermost essence’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as 

in text. 

2442. Genesis i. 31. 

Page 182. 

2464. ‘They arc contented if they can only make their lines 
rhyme : rhyme, they think, will ensure sense (©ebonlen) ’.—Turner 
and Morshead. 
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Ut Staf/e-dmirtiori. . . jerutttfrgcfajrcil. The post par- 

ticiple used with fommen has the effect of a gerund. See 1. 1521 
and note. 

Page 184. 

2490. ^ferbefu^ : lit. ‘ horac-foot *. ‘ The Engliah conception of 

tlio <lovil gives him a split claw, the (lerinan, one solid horse’s foot, 
while the other is like a man’s. That is the reason why Siebcl 
exclaims in scene 5 : (iinft bfr ^erl auf cinem ’ — Selss. 

2503. ©inn : lit. ‘ sense ’. 

2507. Qcfcf^riebcn : lit. ‘ written in the book of 

fables’. 

2510. $err 53aron. ‘ Lord Haron ’. — H. 'riie word $crr before 
a title is not translated in English ; though in French it has an 
e(iiiivalcnt ; e.r/. ‘Monsieur le Baron’. 

Jh. ©0 ijl bie ©ad;C ^ut : lit. (as Bayard Taylor translates it) 
‘ Then is the matter good ’, 

Page 186. 

2529. ‘I grudge him not’.—H. Besides this 

negative sense, the verb often, as here, signifies ‘ to grant 
willingly’. It is a standing jest among the Germans that w'c 
have no word that conveys singly the more cordial meaning. Cf. 
1. 2709. 

Page 188. 

2534- 2(b(jefc^ma(ftcflc. ‘ Most disgusting H. ‘ Ges jongleries 
absurdes i\ rexci'‘s ’.—Sabatier. Cf. 11. 2887, 3372. 

2552. ($inma(cin^ : a name given to the multiplication table. 

Page 190. 

2574* S^rbreeben : lit. ‘ break to pieces ’. 

25S1-82 refer to academical degrees, earned not without 
potations. 

Page 194. 

2617. ihirg anfiebunben : lit. ‘tied up short ’ : a proverbial figure 
for answering pettishly or pertly, derived from the fact that unruly 
animals, tied up short for safety’s sake, are apt to become all the 
more savage to persons approaching them. — Grimm (cited by 
Strehlke). 

2628. |>anb Sicberltcb is a popular equivalent for Don Juan = 
‘tTean-le-niauvais-sujct’. — Sabatier, See note to 1. 2190. 
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2633. Sobefan, for (obefant, ‘ worthy ’ : an epithet wlvieh used to 

be applied to just as its equivalent is often applied to 

magistrates among ourselves, though the two titles denote of course 
very different things. 

2634. @r. See note to 1. 548 . 

Page 196. 

2639. gebn unb fleb^n mag: lit. ‘what can go and stand’. 
The combination of the verb of repose ( = ‘ stare’ in Italian) with 
tlie verb of movement includes all possibilities, active and passive. — 
Sabatier. Selss remarks that the phrase primarily refers to infants 
learning to walk and stand. 

2650. IBttlttbottltUt, from the French ‘brimborion’-- ‘bauble’ or 
‘ foolery ’. It is said by Littiv to be derived from Brariarium ; a 
connexion of ideas whicli would doubtless commend the word to 
Mephistopheles. 

2654. @cbinipf, ‘offence’. — H. The word here means ‘plea- 
santry’, which is the primitive sense. — Oiintzer. It retains this 
aigniticatiou in some other phrases.; /.</. in ©tpimpf unb (5rnfl: ~ 

‘ in joke and earnest ’.-—Selss. 

2662. ‘ A garter of my love.’ —If. Selss, as in text. 

Page 198. 

2672. $in. ‘Now’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

Page 200. 

2697. ‘ Patriarchal throne — H. ‘ Trbiie patcrnel’. 

— Sabatier. 

2703. SuK* is translated by Hayward, ‘abundance’; and by 
Swanwick, ‘ abounding grace ’. Sabatier, whose own equivalent is 
‘ joie ’, remarks that the meaning is not clear ; that the word has 
been variously rendered * i)eace ’, ‘ economy ’, content ’ ; and that 
some translators have simply passed it over, ‘ which he adds, ‘ is 
perhaps the best plan ’. After this, any further suggestion seems 
rash. Still, may not the ‘spirit of fulness’ be that which seeks to 
fill up, or complete, what is defective? For if so, it might well, in 
combination with the ‘ spirit of order ’, inspire Oretchen to make 
the most of her meagre surroundings by the methods which 
gratified Faust. 

2706. jttdufeln : lit. ‘ curl ’. Selss, as in text. 

2712. ^tngebornen. Both Birds and Swanwick render the w’ord 
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‘embryo’. Turner and Morshead give ‘incarnate’. The epithet 
in the text, which is used by Selss, implies simply that Gretchen’s 
angelic qualities were inborn ; a sense favoured l)y Buchheim’s 
‘ angel from }>irth 

Page 202. 

2727. more commonly means here an 

insolent ])raggart. — Diintzer. f>onfen is an obsolescent term 

for great personages, as distinguishes! from 5lleinf>anfcn, ‘petites 
gens’. — Sabatier. See note to 1. 2190. 

2734. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

2737. ‘But’. — H. ‘True*. — Bayard Taylor. The word, 

says Sabatier, has not here the usual disjunctive sense, but the 
corroborative etymological sense, ‘ it is true ‘ en effet ’. 

2740. Sujlern^lfit. ‘ (yovetouaness ’. — H. Selss, as in text. 


Page 206. 

2769. ®onnt> Sec note to line 25‘29. 

2779. ©tutjeu. ‘ Splash ’. --H. ‘ Plunging \ —Bayard Taylor. 

Jrinfen: lit. ‘drink’. 

2781. XOdten, provincial for t^aten. See note to 1. ,885. Cf. 
11. 28()9, 2870. 

Page 208. 

2S06. flUC^ien fonntc : lit. ‘ that l might curse it 

as Selss remarks, is a cognate accusative here. 

Page 210. 

2824. ^cfdncjt. ‘Ensnares’. — H. ‘ Trouble’.— Sabatier. =bcun* 
tubist, bcflcwnit.— Strehlke. For the second of these senses, see 
1. 3818. 

2828. $)alt for bade: a common interjection in South Ger- 
many. — Diintzer. 

2835. Revelation xxi. 7. 

2844. : lit. ‘ mushrooms ’. Proverbial term for any- 

thing worthless, iff feinen 'pfifftrUng iDertb ; ‘ it is not worth a 
rush 

Page 2X2. 

2859. Loeper places a comma after ©rp, and again after 2!eufel ; 
but without apparent reason. 2Bic ©rei : lit. ‘ like pap *. 
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2862. ^Bctpufft. ‘ Puffs away — H. The word denotus the use- 
less expenditure of ammunition. — Strehlke. 

2863. Ethical dative. See note to 1 . 122 . 

2869, 2870. J See note to 1 . 2781 . 

Page 216. 

2913. ( 5 r. See note to 1 . 548 . 

Page 220. 

2970. ®ud). Ethical dative. See note to 1 . 122 . 

2982. SRapel. Apud Italos ‘Mai de Naples’, vicissim ‘ malo 
Fraiicese’, et apud Germaiios, ‘ Franzo.se2i Kranklieit ’ - aut 

brevius, ‘die Franzoseii' — appcllatur. Itideni oliiu apud Anglos : 
V. Shakespeare (Ancient Pistol), Jltury Fifths v. I. 

Page 222. 

2991. 53tflrtc: lit. ‘ should take aim'. 

Page 224. 

3028. 33ei 3^acpbard 3)?artj>en hci 3)?artpen’d 

It is a popular abbreviation for bci ber 91atpbarin The 2nd 

to the 7th editions had ^Jacpbar’ ; the apostrophe standing instead 
of the feminine termination. 


Page 226. 

3032. ©I’enfl: lit. ‘.service’. 

3034. Sfiidgerccffe, for au^oeflrecfte.— Strddkc. 

3037. TJariim tjl’d m'cf)t tf;un: an idiomatic phrase;, with three 
seiLses : — (1) ‘that’s not the point’ ; (2) ‘that's not the. object’; 
( 3 ) ‘ there 's no need of that’. 

3039. ^r. See note to 1 . 548 . 

3040. ^Da Ibdr’t nun! ‘There you are': 11. ‘La vrai, 

Ic seriez vous ! ’ — Sabatier. ’I’iie meaning .seems to be : !Da, ‘ in that 
ease ’ — i.e. affected by that s<a iiple — you would indeed be a saint ! 
Diintzer expands ba into 2 Bcnn ipr in (^rufl barauf befldnbct. 

3047. ‘ Looking fairly at the real nature of tilings’. — II. ‘I)e.s- 
eendez dans votre conscienee ’. — Sabatier. 

3051. Lit. ‘ Yes, if one did not know a little deeper ’. 

Page 228. 

3074. ‘ Is condescending, to make me blush ’. - H. Bayard 
2 A 



Taylor, us in text. Sabatier points out that ju is not equivalent 
here to Ullt Jll, aiul llierefore does not make hcfd^dntcn depend as an 
infinitive on or ()CTab(d0t. (Jretchen is not suggesting that 

Faust comleseends in order to confuse her ; for, like the Italian 
‘per’, Jit merely indie.ates that his condescendence is the cause of 
her confusion. Originally, in the Ulfciufl, the phrase stood , — „ 5 i (5 
jum befdjdmcu." (iJoctjfe’d Jauil in utfptunglic^et ©cifalt (Eric 
Schmidt), 1. 926. • * 

Page 230. 

3083. 2Bad agrees with allftJ. Cf. 11. .T211, .T212. 

3092. @c()fetfcn. ‘Sneak*. — H. Sanders interprets the w'ord in 
connexion with this passage, — ‘to drag oneself on, to move slowly 
and with eirort*. 

Page 232. 

3122. Siebe 5^0tb. For another instance of tins ironical use of 
licbe, sec 1. 4090. 

3131. 2ButlUCt)Cn: lit. ‘little worm’. A common pet name for 
infants. 

Page 234. 

3143. S^nujefnb. ‘ Dandling’. -II. ‘ Et danser par la chambre, 
en l•ond, pour raj)aist‘r’. — Sabatier. 

3145. §erb: lit. ‘hearth’. 


Page 236. 

3176. JBcgonntc: ]m>vincial for begann. 

3179- (Sinmcil. Cf. l. i‘ 22 l. 

Page 240. 

3211, 3212. . . . alfcil. See note to 1. .‘KKS.T 

Page 242. 

3217-3250. Critics have remarked that if this gi-and invocation is 
aildressed to the Earth Spirit, as the wonls ‘ turned to me thy face 
in tire’ seem to imply, the phrase ‘thou gav'st me all I aske<l ’ does 
not tally with our recollection that Faust has received nothing but 
a robutf. Nor, 011 the same sujqwsition, do the words ‘ thou gavest 
me the companion ’, etc. agree with the Prologue in Heaven, where 
Mcphistopheles is assigned to Faust, not by the Earth Spirit, but 
by ‘ the Ijord '. On the other hand, if the invocation must be taken 



Notes 


371 


as addressed to the Almiglity, not only are tlie words ‘ turned to 
me thy face in fire’ obseiire, hut the expression ‘thou gavest nio 
the eomjKinion,' etc. eonlliets with the tone of all the e<niversatioiis 
between Faust and Me])histopheles. Nowhert; is the teinjiter re- 
cognised by the tempted as sent by (Jod ; nor indeed could the 
lleiiig, or Fiiitity, adumbrated in lines ,‘1432- 34.'), ‘1, be conceived as 
giving such a commission, 'bhe only light thrown on tlie difficulty 
is to be found in the clironology of the (composition of the drama. 
Tlioiigh no portion of tlie ‘ Forest and Cavern ’ scene was contained 
in the Urfvtlifl, which (loethe took with him to Weimar in 1775, the 
whole appeared in the ‘Fragment' of 1700 ; when the Earth IS]>irit 
was to have taken a much more active ]>ai't in tlie uncompleted 
portion of the play than was ultimately assigned to him. Amongst 
other things, lie was intended, says Dr. Selss, to dissuade Faust 
from drinking the poison ‘by ]>romising to delegate to him a min- 
istering sjiirit, viz. Mephistophcles.’ When, however, seven years 
later, tlie i’rologue in Jleaven was added entirely changing the 
plot- the part assigned to the Karth Siurit was i cdiKccd to its pie- 
sent dimensions ; but without any eorresiionding modilieations 
either of the invocation, or of lines 20-25, 44-47 in the XtlibCt 
scene. Afterwards, the ‘Forest and Cavern’ scene was shifted 
from its original place, next after tJretelieirs dialogue witli 
Liesclien, to wliere it now stands : a change wliich has been attri- 
buted to a desire on the ]>art of the poet to represent Faust as 
making one last struggle bcfoi e yielding to temptation. Ihit if so, 
here again the ixMiuisite modifications were not made ; for lines 
3240, 3250, and the jiassage commencing witli line 3345, in-esistibly 
suggest that ])oor (Iretehen liad already fallen. Still, in spile of 
these dramatic incongniitie.s, such is the intrinsic beauty of the 
‘ Forest and Cavern ’ scene, that there is ])rohahly no reader of 
‘ Faust’ who would wish a single line of it away. 

Page 244. 

3254. 9K’Uen, for 9Uuem, to suit the riiyme. — Pradez. 

3265. Sr. See note to 1. 548. 

3273. SScrjtf en is interpreted by Sander.s in connexion with tliis 
passage, — ‘ to sit and scpiat continually, to one’s own detriment ’ — 
the doom of Theseu.s in a single word {/Kn, vi. 617, 618) ! 

Page 246. 

3297. (ft. See note to line 548. 
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Page 248. 

3305. Lit. ‘ You conic not at all out of her thought 

3310. 0ClC^t. ‘l)ry’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

3313* ^Iffcnilingc S3(ltt. The words 5lffc and Gira^affe arc often 
used by (Joctlie as bantering naincs for girls. With regard to the 
epithet gratf, the train of ideas, according to Sanders,^ is ‘ grass 
‘green’, ‘unripe’, ‘young’. Cf. 1. 3521. 

3325. @elt! tail id) hid) fangc! ‘Now I have trajiped you ! ’— 
11 . pi'esent subjunctive of gclteil, ‘ to be equivalent ’. SBfld 

gilt bie 25?Ctte? = What will you bet? @elt! has now come to 
mean, ‘ am 1 not right ? ’—to convey, in short, a strong assertion 
that the speaker right. 

Page 250. 

3334. 0d)On. ‘Already’. — II. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

3337. Song of Solomon iv. .5. 

3341. ‘ ©clbfl is best understood here as an adverbial amplifica- 
tion of ailtt).’--Selss. 

3352. itinblict) : used adverlually. J)umpfcu : lit. ‘ dull '. 

Page 252. 

3364, 3365. The alti'i native of marrying Gretehen, says I’radez, 
was not open to Faust, .since, according to the legend, it was ex- 
eluded by the liftli and last clau.se of his compact with Mephis- 
topheles. 

3369. Lit. ‘ It imagines at once the einl 

3376. 0ic, agreeing with and not with escapes the 

formal ambiguity of ‘ it ’ in the translation. 

3385. !Wir. Kthical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

Page 256. 

3414. bhe traditional name of Faust. 

3419. Sicbcu is here the plural of licb used as a subsiautive. 

Page 260 . 

3407. ©chief: lit. ‘oblit|ue’. 

3483. ^duje : lit. ‘screceh-c)wls’. 

3491. betnem tlrm. ‘ In thy arms ’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as 
in text. 
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3492. Jjingegeben ioarm: lit. ‘ yieldingly warm 

3494. ^^nung^t>ofler. See note to 1 . 621 . 

Page 262. 

3511. 2 ^r 0 pfen nur. There is no need to suppose that, had 
the portion been thus limited, it would have been more baneful than 
a common sleeping diaught. But we arc left to imagine that poor 
Grctcheii failed to gather from Faust’s words that Diore than ‘ three 
drops ’ would be dangerous ; and that heiiee, eitlier froin careless- 
ness, luiskilfulncss, or a desire to ensure a soporific eflect, she 
ignorantly administered a larger, and deadly tl€)se.— Vradez. 

3521. ©ra^aff*. See note to 1 . 3313 . 

Page 264. 

3523. ^Utbcn. Titles are often used with the plural verl> in 
German. 

3527* : lit. ‘ he will follow us ' ; not in the sense of 

pursuing, but of being led. 

3536. SpOttgcbUTt. Diintzer, on the strengtii of other eonipounds 
beginning with ©pOtt, interprets this word of Goethe's own coining 
as an ‘oH’spring which mocks’. Strehlke, on the strength of other 
compounds ending with ©ehUTt, interprets it as an ‘oirs])ring 
exciting mockery ’ = ©pott erregcnbe ©ehlirt. There can be no 
doubt that the latter sense, as the more scornful of tlie two, is 
dramatically the most eflectivc. 

3546. ©ib^ilc fagt. ‘Certainly, Sibylla told’. -II. 

Swanw’ick, as in text. 

Page 266. 

3547. fid) betbbrt = bot ptb betbbren laffen : lit. ‘has let 
henself be fooled ’. 

3551. Lit. ‘So has it rightly happened to her at last’. 

3560. ©efcbtfc!-fOtttt?dbtenbed ©cbiccfcn, Sanders, citing the 
line. 

3572. Lit. ‘ Hfis air enough still elsewhere ’. 

Page 268. 

3575, 3576. Formerly, in Germany, when a girl married who.se 
virtue was strongly suspected, the young people of the place tore 
off her nuptial w'reath, and replaced it with a garland of straw. 
On the eve of the marriage, chopped straw was strewed before 
her door. —Sabatier. 

3578. See note to 1 . 2781 . 



3tt)ingcr : the space between the town wall and the first parallel 
row of gardens, courts, and houses. — Diintzer. 

Page 270. 

3597* 359^- 2Bu()tet . . . mir im Olehein : lit. ‘rages in my 
bones 

3607. 3ft5ric^t : lit. ‘ ])reak8 to pieces '. 

Page 272. 

3630. fitted nacj fcinct 5(ttl lit. ‘ Everything in its way ! ’ 

3633. lilt. ‘ Reaches, or offers, water to my sister ’. 

3^3^, 3639. A proverbial expression applied to desperate persons 
who can find no exit to escape by.- Sabatier. 

3648. Lit. ‘ If it is he, I ’ll seize him by the skin at once 

Page 274. 

3659. !Ramme(ci - tie Srunfl rammelnbcr 3:^? rc-— ^’tnders, citing 
this line. 

3660. 0puft : lit. ‘ haunts 

3664. It was a popular belief that buried treasures rose gradually 
of their own accord, and at tlie end of seven, or, as some said, of a 
hundred years, reached the 8urfa(;e. If not then recovered, they 
sank again into tlio earth. Their presence was indicated by a 
hovering flame, and they resembled glowing coals, or red gold in a 
brewer s kettle. — Dunlzcr. C’f. 11. 4351), 4360. 

3669. Soiventl)at€r. ‘ Lion-dollars are of Dutch coinage, and so 
called both from the city of Louvain (in (Jerman, Sowcn, lion), in 
Brabant, >vhcro they w'ero first struck, and from the figure of a lion 
on the obTferse . . . their value is about eighty-five cents ’. —^Bayard 
Taylor. 


Page 276. 

36S2. 3}?ir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 12*2. The first verse 
was avowedly imitated from Ophelia’s song in Hamhf, iv. 5. 

3698. 5.'eim (Jlfmcnt! lit. ‘by the element!’ i.e. by the con- 
secrated element in the Eucharist. — Sanders. It is, how'ever, a 
common oath which has lost its special significance. 

3699. 8^iattenfan9er, taken in connexion with locf jl, seems to refer 
to the legend immortalised by Browning in the Piper of llamdin. 
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Page 278. 

3706. gteberttJlfcf? : from flcberil, ‘to dust’, ami SBifd), ‘ awdiisk ’ ; 
= a duster of goose- wing, or other feathers, for eleaning furniture, 
and is a cant name for ‘ sword 

3737* 2)ran fomnien : lit. ‘will come to it 

Page 280. 

3765. Saflritng. ‘Slander’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 282. 

3767. ©C^aitbltC^ is here used adverbially. 

3769. SHeic^e for in rctc^em 9 Wa§c. • 

3775. 33 ratt ; used as predicate to ©Olbat. 

Page 284. 

Stn(;e-(lirertwH. In the Urfaufl, after ‘ Dom eoine the words 
‘ (Sjrequien fccr 2)?uttcr Olretgeno 

3779. SJergriffnen : lit. ‘held the wrong way'. 

3788. 5 ^ein. ‘Pain’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. This is 
the first intimation that the sleeping draught which (fretehen con- 
sented to give her mother had pr()ve<l fatal. 

3790, 3791. Unter Deinem |)erjcn regt nid^t. ‘ It is eommon 
in ciermany to say, „ ®ie trdttt tad ^faiit tcr Sicte iintcr il^rem 
‘ She bears the pledge of love under her heart ’. ’riius 
Schiller, in MV KlndtsmOrdf rlii : ,/Iiic^t tad ilndtlcin untcr meiuem 
^^erjen V " — Hayward. 

3793 - 51 ^nungd 00 Uer. See note to 1 . ( 121 . 

3798. ‘Dies Ira’. 'J’his chant, from the Roman Masses for the 
Dead, is ascribed to Thoma.s de Celano, wlio died 12 ‘ 26 . Scott 
quotes it in the Laj/ of the Last c. vi. st. 30 . 

3800. (ilrinim. ‘ Horror ’. If. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

Page 286. 

3806. Hllfgefc^affen means here, says Strehlkc, ‘ restored to life ’ ; 
the verb is used in the .same .sens*; by Klopstock. 

3818. 33 cfan(jen. For a cognate use of the word, see 1 . 2824 , and 
note. 

Page 288. 

3834. ‘ The original word g(df(^d)Cn means simply a i>hial ; but it 
is evidently the neighbour’s pocket-flagon of smelling salts for which 



Margaret asks . . . Mr. Taylor of Norwich, in his Historic Survey 
of German Poetry (London 1830), says “Your dram-bottle!’” 
— Bayard Taylor. 

Here the first Fragment of Favst, published in 1790, ended. 

2Balpuroi^»nac(;t. ‘ The title and character says Bayard 
Taylor, ‘ of the Witches’ Sabbath on the summit of Brocken, on the 
niglit between A])ril 30 and May 1, .spring equally from the old and 
the new religion. Walpurgis (or Walpurga, which is the most usual 
form of the name) was the sister of Saints Willibald and Wunni- 
)>al(l, and emigrated with them from Fngland to Germany, as 
followers of St. Boniface, in the eighth century. She die<l as 
abbess of a convent at Hcidenheim, in Franconia, and, after the ex- 
tirpation of the ohl Tefi tonic faith, became one of the most })()[)ular 
saints, not only in Germany, but also in Holland and England. 
The fii-st of May, which was given to her in the calendar, was the 
ancient fe.stival-day of the Druids, when they made sacrifices u])on 
tlicir sacred mountains, and kindled their May-fires. Inasmuch as 
their gods became devils to their Christian descendants, the super- 
stition of a conclave of wizards, witches, and fiends on the Brocken 
— or Blocksberg— naturally arose, and the name of the pious 
Walpurgis thus became irrevocably atUched to the diabolical anni- 
versary 

Page 290. 

3S63. See note to 1. o48. 

3871-3911. The critics have coujecturally assigned the first and 
fourth of these strophes to Mephistoplieles, the third and fifth to 
Eaust, and the second to the Will o’ the Wisp. 

3876. ‘Sec’ H. fe^C. — Duntzer. The im- 

perative would, of course, be or 

Page 292. 

38S8, 5)onet IVicbcr : lit. ‘ re-echoes \ 

.3903. gunfeiimurmcr liere= 3 o^anniiimurmer.— Strehlke. As is 
well-known, it is only flie male of the glow-worm {Lampris Xocti- 
ii(ca) which is winged, and, though not so phosphorescent as the 
female, it may occasionally be called, by poetic licence, a tire-fly. 

‘ It lias often been said that the female alone is luminons. This, 
eanght nnmheTS of these heettes oi 
both sexes, and always found that the males were gifted with the 
power of producing the peculiar phosphorescent light, though in 
much smaller degree ^haii their mates, the light looking like two 
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small pins’ heads of phosphorus upon the end of the tail’.— Wood’s 
Nat. History^ iii. p. 472 . 

3905- Sum Dermirrcnben (SJefeite : lit. ‘ so as to form a bewilder- 
ing escort 

Page 294. 


3919- SB i tier t. See note to 1 . 8 . 

3921. glor: lit. ‘gauze’. 

3927. Sereinjelt. ‘Scatters’.— H. Selss, as in text. 


Page 296. 

3950- ‘ Cliffs '.—H. llinls, as in text. 

39 *; I Siiftc: lit. ‘airs’. 

3959 * ‘^frr Urtan is a general name for anyone whom one cannot, 
or will not, mention. In the form of Utian", it is a 

euphemism for the devil.— Diintzcr. 

3961. ‘ In Ari.sto])luinic. language, the witoh TrtpS^rai, the Im-goat 
KLvaffipa. ’. — Hayward. 

3962. 53 aubo: the nurse who, by her indecent pranks, amused 
Demeter when in search of Pers(‘phone. 

3965, Past participle for emphatic- imperative. See 

1 . 4:m. 

Page 298. 

3977 - Pradez .secs licre ‘ le funcstc rcsultat d’ctForts outrcs ’ on 
the part of a witcli ‘ on ctat de gimscsse avanc«*e ’. 

39^7-39^9* ‘ A reference to tliose .‘esthetic critics who can produce 
nothing, but are yet always re-idy to point out the f.aiilts of others 
— Turner and Morshead. 

J996-3999. ‘ This can only mean Science (more than three hnndred 
years had elapsed simic tJie .so-called rcviv.al of tlie Sciences), whicli 
cannot make satisfactoiy progrcs.s, hecau.se it i.s hampered by 
pedantry and the narrowness ( 3 w<tnG) <»f the .schools ’.—Diintzer. 

Page 300. 

4004-4007. * Mediocrities which have enough ambition to make 
them dissatisfied with their natural sphere, but not enough inlent 
to enable them to compete successfully with more gifted minds ’ 
—Turner and Morshead, 

4008. After smearing herself with witch-salve, the witch 

Wfts supposed to travel to the Blocks berg in a kneading trough. 

'-Dviutzer. 



40i 6. Slufc^t for Strehlke. 

4023. 55olanb, more anciently, „55olant". The word means 
‘seducer’, oj’ the Evil One. — Diintzer. 


Page 306. 

4090. Sicbe. Of. 1. 3122. 

4095. Sabatier Ii ore detects a pun; meaning ‘decline’ or 

‘ wane ’, as well as ‘ Iccs ’ or ‘ dregs ’. 

4110,4115. SWir. Kthical dative. Sec note to 1. 122. 

4112. 5Bcr(e<l’ : thinl person singular, present subjunctive, for 
ini})erative. 


Page 308. 

4119. Sititb. According to the legend, Adam and his first wife 
were literally one flesh, being both ‘ joined together by the back ’. 
'riie tie proved too close for conjugal ])eace, and was eventually 
severed. Hut, even with a sepaiate body, Lilith went wrong, 
practised witcluu’aft, and kej)t coinj)any with devils ; so that Adam 
had to be otherwise mated. 8bc seems to have console<l herself by 
killing infants— over whom, when males, slie bad power for eight 
days after birth ; when females, for twtmty — and by seducing young 
men, wlio always died in conscciucnco, with a single hair from her 
lovely locks twisted round their heart. Tlie inophet Isaiah men- 
tion.s the name (xxxiv,*14), whi<-h is remlered in A. V. ‘ screech-owl 
and in K. V. ‘night-monster’. For fuller information, see Bayard 
Taylor’s interesting note, ]). 330. Dr. Selss ))oints out that the 
legend arose from the apparently discrepant ae(‘ounts of Eve's, 
creation given in (Jen. i. 27 and in Gen. ii. 20-22. Tlie lirst was 
supposed by the Jewish commentators to relate to Lilith, and the 
second to oui* lirst mother ; and so both were harmoniseil. 

4126. is used contemptuously. 

4130. Gf. Goethe’s ballad Dvr MiiUcrln Verrath, St. 3, 1. 2. 

4136-43. ‘ The nianuseript in the Royal Library at Berlin contains 
the eomplete<l lines as written by Goethe. Tliey are neither better 
in)r worse than many passages in Shakespeare, having the coarseness, 
without the wit, of liabelais ; hence the reader gains rather than 
loses by the omission ’ Bayard Taylor. ’I’liey are given by Pradez. 

4144. From irpwKTos, anus, and 0drra(rina, 

spectrum. Meant for Nicolai, the Berlin publisher, an assailant of 
llie Romantic school. Attacked by a malady in which he was 
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visited by apparitions, he was cured by applying leeches to the end 
of his spine. — Bayard Taylor. See 11. 4267, 4319. 

Pag:e 310. 

4157. S3egru§cn. Here used in its second sense of asking })ei- 
mission. Grimm’s Worterhuch. 

4161. jtegcl : a small village near Berlin, said to have been 
haunted in 1797. 

4167. dTPtcirciU May not the word in the first draft have pos- 
sibly been written fXOrcircn? It would suit the context perfectly. 

4169. The allusion is to Nicolai’s account of his journey through 
Germany and Switzerland, in twelve volumes. 

Page 312. 

* 

4190. 3b0l. ‘Idol’. — H. The word here means ‘phantom’ — 
etdeoXou. — Diintzer. 

4192. ©tatTCn. ‘Chiir. — If. Birds, a.s in text. The verbal cor- 
respondence between this epithet and crflattt — ‘grows stilT’- has 
been emiTlatcd by Sabatier in the paraphrase, — 

‘Cos yeux ghaces vous glacent votre sang.’ 

Page 314. 

4211. prater: the public park of Vienna. 

4214. @eTbibili(S: ‘.supernumerary’. 

4221. To wish a man at the Blocksberg was to wish him very far 
off. — Diintzer. 

* Page 316. 

3nUYtnCgj\0. ‘Oberon and Titania’s Golden Wedding’ was sent 
by Goethe to Schiller for insertion in the Mv.'<enah 7 mn(ich of 1798, 
by way of continuing the attacks on their literary antagonists that 
had appeared from both their pens iiiuler tlie name of ‘Xknikn’. 
For reasons approved by Goethe, Schiller declined the contribution, 
w'hich was ultimately inserted — though doubtless with some modi- 
fications — as an Intermezzo in the e»lition of Fan-'tf. published in 
180S. Most modern critics have comlemned it as, to say the least, 
unsuited to its place in the drama. 

4224. Mieding w'as the stage-decorator of the Court theatre at 
Weimar, and a great favourite of Goethe, who wrote a poem on his 
death. 



4229. The allusion is to the quarrel between Oberon 

and Titania in Shakespeare’s Midsummer NUjIiCk Dream ; whence 
also the characters — or rather, the names — of Puck and Ariel are 
borrowed. 


Page 318. 

4249. 5Wir. Kthical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

4251. The Orchestra must either be the crowd of literary aspirants, 
wlio, like insects, keep up a pcrj^etual piping and liuniming, or the 
clioriis of followers surrounding the literary celebrities of the time, 
and repeating their several views with a shrill, persistent iteration. 
—Bayard Taylor. 

4259. (Joethe here ridicules those botching poetasters who, with- 
out an idea that every living poem must ilow spontaneously from 
within as an organic whole, tack and stitch rhymes together, and 
thus produce malformations which they attempt to pass off as 
creations of beauty. — Diintzer. 

4263. The union of bad music and commonplace poetry. — Diintzer. 

4267. Nicolai. See note to 1. 4144. 

4271. Count F. Stolberg; who had attacked Schiller's poem, The 
(iods ofOn eer, as athei.stical. 

4275. Not clearly identified. (Jrgteifc. ‘ Catch ’. — H. Turner 
and Morshead, as in text. 


Page 320. 

4279. Said to be meant for Joachim Campe. 

4292. 3}?iT. Kthical dative. Sec note to 1. 122. 

4295, 4299. The ‘ Weathercocks’ are supposed t«) be the Counts 
Stolberg, who, from being disciples of the ©tliritl unt> Dtanq school 
veered round to the op])osile extreme of prudery. 

4296. Srdlite. ‘ Brides —IT. Selss, as in text. 

4303. Xenicn: the name (borrowed from Martial’s given 

to a collection of epigrams aimed by (Joethe and Schiller at their 
literary antagoni.sts. 


Page 322. 

4307* ^JCnning^ : the Danish Chancellor, who had assailed (roethe 
and Schiller in his journal, Der Oeriius der Zeit. Another of his 
journals, was intended to rival the Miimicdmanach. 

4315. Again Hennings. He claimed in his journal to assign to 
every poet his due place on Parnassus. He is called a ‘ci-devant 
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genius ^ because his paper was already extinct ; not having survived 
its sixth number. 

4319. * The “ Inquisitive Traveller” is again intended foi' Nicolai 
under his other character of a Jesuit-himter.’— Turner and Mors- 
head. See note to 1. 4144. 

4323. Lavater, whose gait was compared by (loethc, in writing to 
Kckcrmann, to that of a crane. — Bayanl Taylor. 

4327. Supposed to be meant by Goethe for himself. 

4331. ‘ The neucd is that of the philosoxdiers, whose various 
notes turn out, on nearer acquaintance, to be as monotonous as the 
booming of bitterns.’ — Turner and Morshead. 

4333- Ungeflort: past participle, for emphatic imperative. See 
1. 3965. 


Page 324. 

4335, 4337. Supft and jiupft ; old forms of liijjft and 

4339. Loeper rejects the view adopted by Bayard Taylor tint 
Sitt’lcr is merely a student’s term for a ‘good fellow’, and connects 
it with the verb fiebein, Ho fiddle ’. 

4343. Sabatier observes tliat, before Kant, the recognised philo- 
sophy was that of Wolf; and that either one of his disciples or 
himself is personified by who proves the oxistonce 

of the devil by the ontological argument used by the (’artesians to 
prove the existence of God. 

4347. Fichte, in his first period, held tliat all the reality of the 
‘non-ego’ is derived from the ‘ego’. Diintzer tells how Goetlie 
remarked, on hearing that the philosoj)hur’s windf)ws had been 
•'broken by some students, that this must be a most unpleasant way 
of becoming convinced of the existence of a ‘Not-ine’ external to 
the ‘ Me ’. — Turner and Morshead. 

4351. The empirical school was a ramification from that of Wolf. 
Loeper gives the little-known name of Garve as its representative. 
— Sabatier. ‘ The “ Realist ”, who was bound to accept all pheno- 
mena as real, is staggered by what he .sees, and begins to doubt tlm 
truth of his philosophy if it depends upon accepting all around him 
as actually existent ’. — Turner and Morshead. 

4355- Jacobi. 

4359 . See note to 1. 3664. The school of Hume was represented 
in Germany by the Jew Maimou and by Schulze. — Sabatier. 

4361. That is: 3n>etfef alone rhymes to Seufef; therefore my 
logical position is sound in doubting both bad and good spirits. 



Page 326. 

4367, 4371. "ruruiug from philosophy to politics, ‘ the Adroit’ are 
those who, like the Vicar of Bray, know how to take care of them- 
selves, however circumstances may alter ; while ‘ the Awkward 
who were able to live the life of parasites under the old system, are 
(juite incapable of falling in with the new. — Turner and Morshead. 

4375. Political parvenus thrown to the surface by the French 
Revolution. 

4376. ‘From which we are just sprung’. — H. ‘Where we 
originated’. — Bayard Taylor. ‘ B’ou tons nous primes I’etre ’. — 
►Sabatier. 

4379. Supposed to represent the French emigres, many of whom 
Coetho had met, and held in seant esteem. — Sabatier. 

4383. Bayard Taylor suggests that ‘the Massive Ones’ are pro- 
bably meant for the writers of the Romantic school, with their ex- 
aggerated manner. ‘In Goethe’s dithyrambic “German Parnassus”, 
he thus describes the crush and onset of the masses of rude literary 
aspirants : — 

“Ah, the bushes down are trodden ! 

Ah, the blossoms crushed and sodden 
’Neath the footsteps of the brood : 

Who shall brave their angry mood ? ” ’ 

On the other hand, Diiutzer holds that the allusion is to the 
turbulent masses of the French Revolution ; but, as Sabatier re- 
marks, — ‘ le ([uatrain de (Goethe serait cn ce cas bien anodin et pen 
characteristi(pie ’. 

4390. SDet iDcrbf. The epithet was perhaps suggested by the 
words of the fairy in M idsunimt r Nvjht's Dream , wlien taking leave 
of Puck : — ‘ Farewell, thou lob of spirits !’ — Bayard Taylor. 


Page 328. 

O/oomy Day. A Plain. A considerable time must be supposed 
to have elapsed between this and the Brocken scene. During 
the interval, Margaret has given birth to a child, wliich she has 
drowned; and she is now under sentence of death for infanticide. 

20, 21. UnenbUt^cr See note to 11. 3217-3250. 

37- Uberfctnabpt. The phrase is applied to a bolt, or other 
object, which, on the breaking of the spring that propels it, is 
driven beyond its proper limit.— Sabatier. 
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Page 330 . 

43* ‘Gnash’. — H. Ans ter, as in text. Mepliistoplicics 

is grinning with scorn, not gnashing (fn{rf4)Cnt>) his teeth in fnry. 
Originally the verb used was hiade (^lecfc), which means the same 
la See ©oet^e’d gauft in urf^prung(id)er ©cflatt, line 35. 

44. ©refer, f erritejer ©eif . Sec note to lines 3217*3250. 

47. 0ic!f te^t. ‘Battens’. — H. Swanwick, as in text. 


Page 334- 

4399. SEBehen. ‘Weaving’. — H. Sanders, citing this line, inter- 
prets the verb toirfeub fcfaffcn, iicrborbringen. Sabatier 

translates it ‘ Que font-ils ? ’ and remarks tliat the Knglisli ‘ weave ’ 
^ives only one of the two sense.s attached to the term, dropping 
:hat which is the most natural here ; viz., the idea of undetermined 
iction. Of. 11. 1119, 2715, 3449. 

fUabcnflcin was the old German word for a height, enclosed with 
circular walls, where executions took jdacc. — Diiiitzer. 

4402. |)eren3Unft. ‘A witches’ company ’.—H. Bayard Taylor, 
IS in text. 

4411. ^eron: lit. ‘lingers death hithei ’. 

4412-4420. ‘The song’, say.s Hayward, ‘is founded on a popular 
German story, to be found in the Khukr- nnd Haus-Mdrr/ten of 
the distinguished brothers Grimm, under the title of ‘ Von dem 
Machandelboom [15aiim] ’, and in the English selection from that 
^vork entitled ihrmaii Popvfar Stories, under the title of The 
fuuiper Tree. The wife of a rich man, whilst staiiding under a 
juniper tree, wishes for a little chihl as white as snow and as red 
is blood; and on another occasion expresses a wish to be buried 
.inder the juniper when dead. Soon after, a little boy as white as 
mow an<l as red as blood is born ; the niotlier dies of joy at 
jeholding it, and is buried according to her wish. The husband 
iiarries again, and has a daughter. The second wife, becoming 
calous of the boy, murders him and serves him up at table for the 
incouscious father to cat. The father finishes the whole <lish, and 
throws the bones under the table. The little girl, who is made 
ihe iiiiiocciit assistant in. her mother’s villainy, picks them up, ties 
ihem in a silk handkerchief, and buries them under the juniper 
;ree. The tree begins to move its branches mysteriously, and then 
i kind of cloud rises from it, a fire appears in the cloud, and out 
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of the fire comes a beautiful bird, which flics about singing the 
following song 

SWin 2)2ot)ct be mi 
SBaber be mi att, 

SWin ©mcfler be 2)?arleen!en 
atle meine 33cenifen, 

Hub hinbt fie in een fpben 2)oof, 
unner ben iWatianbelboom ; 

^i:i;n?itt! ad> matt en fc^en 35ooe( bin id) ! ’ 

it is, however, .'i eonuium Kurof>caii fairy tale. The I'higlish form 
may be foiiiul in Mr. Jacobs' Fairy Talt>>, entitled ‘ The 

Rose Tree 


Page 336. 

Sfayc Direct ion. ‘ Throwing '.—H. Aiister, as in 

tc.\t. 

Page 338. 

4449. (Sin a(tCd 5!)?drcben: the *ol<l tale/ hci e is tl»at referred to 
in (Jreteheii's song. See not(‘ to 11. 4-11*2-4420. 

4467. iCtappen : high Germaii for A'tappcrn, ‘ to gnash wdth the 
teeth’, and is .so used by Luther in translating Matt. viii. 12. 

Page 348. 

4590. !Da^ ©tdbeben bric^t. According to an ohl German custom, 
when sentence of death was pronouncetl bv the jinlge (according to 
some), or when (according to others) he reail it to the accused 
before delivering him to the executioner, hy an expressive symbol, 
signifying that then^ wa.'i 110 appeal from the sentence, he broke a 
white stair, and threw* the piece.s at the culprit's feet. — Sabatier. 
This account of the <*eremony is .slightly varied by Dr. Biichheim, 
who says that the pieces were thrown at the feet of the executioner. 

4594- for jueft, to rhyme with eiUrucft. 
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